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Thou  cheerful  Guardian  of  tl  j  ear!- 

\\  ithout  tia 

cfwells  the  bre  i  Tings, 

No  more  the  Maids  of  HeJ 
Come  tiicn  witli  mc  o  Goddcfs  bea 
Begin  tlic  (bag,  and  let  it 


•With  thy  aid  the  fecrot  wilds  1  trace 
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TASTE.  AN  EPISTLE, 
IMIT.  OF   SHAKESPEARE, 


Not  in  vain  fuch  Labours  have  we  tryM 
If  Might  thefe  Lays  the  fickle-  Health  confirm. 
To  you  ye  Delicate  !  I  write,  for  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philofophick.  cares, 

And  grow  (kill  pa^r  by  the  midnight  Isinps.  ART  OF  HEALTH. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

JT  he  Author  of  the  following  Pieces  has  at  lair,  taken 
the  trouble  upon  him  to  collect  them,  and  to  have 
them  printed  under  his  own  infpecHon,  a  tail:  that; 
he  had  long  avoided,  and  to  which  he  would  hardly 
have  fuLmitted  himfelf  at  laft  but  for  the  fake  of 
preventing  their  being  fome  time  hereafter  expofed 
in  a  ragged  mangled  condition,  and  loaded  with 
more  faults  than  they  originally  had, while  it  might 
be  impofiibleforhim,  by  the  change  perhaps  of  one 
letter,  to  recover  a  whole  period  from  the  mofl  con- 
temptible nonfeni£. 
^long  with  fitch  pieces  as  he  had  formerly  offered  to 
the  publick  he  takes  this  opportunity  of  prcfenting 
it  with  feveral  others,  fome  of  which  had  lain  by 
him  many  years ;  what,  he  has  loft,  and  efpecially 
what  he  has  dcftroyed,  would  probably  enough 
have  been  better  received  by  the  great  majority  o{ 
readers  than  any  thing  he  has  publifned. 

But  he  never  courted  the  publick  :  he  wrote  chiefly 
for  his  own  amufement,  andbecaufe  he  found  it  ait 
agreeable  and  innocent  way  of  fometimes  paffing 
an  idle  hour  :  he  has  always  mofl  heartily  deipifed 
the  opinion  of  the  Mobility  from  the  loweft  to  the 
higheft;  and  if  it  is  true  what  he  has  fometimes 
b^en  told,  that  the  beft  judges  are  on  hio  fide,  he 
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71  ADVERTISEMENT. 

defires  no  more  in  the  article  of  fame  and  renown 
as  a  writer  :  if  the  bell  judges  of  this  age  honour 
him  with  their  approbation,  all  the  worft  too  of  the 
next  will  favour  him  with  theirs,  when  by  Heaven's 
grace  he  '11  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of  their 
.  unmeaning  praifes  to  receive  any  difguft  from 
them. 


THE 

ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH, 

IN  FOUR  BOOKS. 

FIRST  PUBLISHED  IN  THE  YEAR  1744* 
BOOK  I.    AIR. 

Daughter  of  Pseon,  queen  of  cv'ry  joy, 

Hygeia  *  !  whofc  indulgent  fmiie  fuflains 

The  various  race  luxuriant  Nature  pours, 

And  on  th'  immortal  elTences  beflovs 

Immortal  youth,  aufpiciouf  O  defcend  5 

Thou  cheerful  Guardian  of  the  rolling  year! 

Whether  thou  wanton 'fl  on  the  weftern  gale 

Or  (Iiak'fl  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  north, 

DifTufefl  life  and  vigour  thro*  the  tracks 

Of  air,  thro'  earth  and  ocean's  deep  domain.  I© 

When  thro%'  the  blue  ferenity  of  heav'n 

Thy  pow'r  approaches  all  the  waflefui  hod 

Of  Pain  and  Sicknefs,  fqualid  and  deform 'd, 

Confounded  fink  into  the  loathfomc  gloom, 

Where  in  deep  Erebus  involved  the  fiends  1 5 

Grow  more  profane.  Whatever  fhape^  of  death, 

*  Hygeia  the  goddefs  of  Health  was,  according  to  the  genea- 
logyofthe  Heathen  deities,  the  d  -f.rEfculaph.is,  who  as 

well  as  Apollo  wasdilttnguiihed  by  the  name  of  Pseon. 


8  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH.         Book  I, 

Shook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe, 

Swarm  thro'  the  fhudd'ring  air ;  whatever  plagues 

Or  meagre  Famine  breeds  or  with  flow  wings 

Rife  from  the  putrid  wat'ry  element,  20 

The  damp  wafte  foreft>  motionlefs  and  rank, 

That  fmothers  earth  and  all  the  breathlefs  winds, 

Or  the  vile  carnage  of  th'  inhuman  field; 

Whatever  baneful  breathes  the  rotten  fouth; 

Whatever  ills  th'  extremes  or  fudden  change  25 

Of  cold  and  hot  or  moiit  and  dry  produce, 

They  fly  thy  pure  effulgence,  they  a,nd  all 

The  fecret  poifons  of  avenging  Heav'n, 

And  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 

Of  Vice  and  heedlefs  Pleafure;  or  if  aught  30 

The  comet's  glare  amid  the  burning  fky, 

Mournful  eciipfe,  or  planets  ill  combin'd, 

Portend  difaftrous  to  the  vital  world, 

Thy  falutary  pow'r  averts  their  rage, 

Averts  the  gen'ral  bane ;  and  but  for  thee  25 

Nature  would  ficken,  Nature  foon  would  die. 

Without  thy  cheerful  active  energy 
No  rapture  fwells  the  bread,  no  poet  fmgs, 
No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight. 
Come  then  writh  me  O  Coddefs  heav'nly  gay !        40 
Begin  the  fong,  and  let  it  fweetly  flow, 
And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  whoiefome  laws; 
V  How  heft  the  fickle  fabrick  to  fupport 
0  Of  mortal  man  5  in  healthful  body  how 


RooJiL  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH.  0, 

"  A  healthful  mind  the  longed  to  maintain."        45 

'Tis  hard  in  fuch  a  drift:  of  rules  to  chufe 

The  heft,  and  thofe  of  mofl  extenfive  ufe  ; 

Harder  in  clear  and  animated  fong 

Dry  philofophick  precepts  to  convey : 

Yet  with  thy  aid  the  fecret  wilds  I  trace  50 

Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 

Thro'  paths  the  Mufes  never  trod  before. 

Nor  mould  I  wander  doubtful  of  my  way 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  fagaclous  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  peflilential  fire  55 

And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belov'd  by  all  the  graceful  arts, 
Thou  long  the  fav'rite  of  the  Healing  Pow 'rs, 
Indulge  O  Mead !  a  welldeiign'd  EfTay 
Howe'er  imperfect,  and  permit  that  I  60 

My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  mare, 
Till  you  the  rich  Afclepian  itores  unlock, 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  fev'rifh  world  would  wear 
A  body  free  of  pain  of  cares  a  mind,  6$ 

Fly  the  rank  city,  fhun  its  turbid  air, 
Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  fmokc 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead, 
The  dying,  fick'ning,  and  the  living,  world 
Exhal'd,  to  fully  Heav'n's  tranfparent  dome  70 

With  dim  mortality.    It  is  not  Air 
That  from  a  thoufand  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine, 


10  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH*  Bookl* 

Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 

The  fpoil  of  dunghills  and  the  putrid  thaw 

Of  Nature,  when  from  fliape  and  texture  fhe  75 

Relapfes  into  fighting  elements  ; 

It  is  not  Air,  but  floats  a  naufeous  mafs 

Of  all  obfcene,  corrupt,  offennve,  things. 

Much  moifture  hurts;  but  here  a  fordid  bath, 

With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more  80 

The  folid  frame  than  fimple  moifture  can. 

Beftdes,  immur'd  in  many  a  fullen  bay 

That  never  felt  the  freftinefs  of  the  breeze 

This  fiumb'ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 

With  fickly  refl ;  and  (tho*  the  lungs  abhor  85 

To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyfs) 

Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 

Roll'd  from  fo  many  thund'ring  chimnies,  tame 

The  putrid  fleams  that  overfwarm  the  Iky, 

This  cauftick  venom  would  perhaps  corrode  90 

Thofe  tender  cells  that  draw  the  vital  Air, 

In  vain  with  all  their  unctuous  rills  hedew'd, 

Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes  that  yawn 

In  countlefs  pores  o'er  all  the  pervious  fkin 

Imbib'd,  would  poifon  the  balfamick  blood,  95 

And  roufe  the  heart  to  ev'ry  fever's  rage. 

While  yet  you  breathe  away;  the  rural  wilds 

Invite,  the  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales, 

The  woods,  the  ftreams,  and  each  ambrofial  breeie 

That  fans  the  ever-undulating  iky,  jeo 
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A  kindly  fky!  whofe  fofl'ringpow'r  regales 

Man,  bcaft,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign. 

Find  then  fome  woodland  fcene  where  Nature  fmiles 

Benign,  where  all  her  honed  children  thrive. 

To  us  there  wants  not  many  a  happy  feat :  105 

Look  round  the  fmiling  land,  fuch  numbers  rife 

We  hardly  fix,  bewilder'd  in  our  choice. 

See  where  enthron'd  in  adamantine  ftate, 

Proud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windfor  fits ; 

There  chufe  thy  feat,  in  fome  afpiring  grove        1 13 

Fad  by  the  flowly  winding  Thames,  or  where 

Broader  (he  laves  fair  Richmond's  green  retreats, 

(Richmond !  that  fees  an  hurfdred  villas  rife 

Rural  or  gay.)  O  from  the  fummer's  rage 

O  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides         uj 

Umbrageous  Ham  !— But  if  the  bufy  Town 

Attracl  thee  ftill  to  toil  for  pow'r  or  gold, 

Sweetly  thou  may'ft  thy  vacant  hours  poficfs 

In  Hampftead,  courted  by  the  weftern  wind, 

Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood,    120 

Or  lofe  the  world  amid  the  fylvan  wilds 

Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barb'rous  arts  unfpoil'd. 

Green  rife  the  Kentifh  hills  in  cheerful  Air ; 

But  on  the  marfhy  plains  that  Lincoln  fpreads 

Build  not,  nor  reft  too  long  thy  wand'ring  feet  \  12^ 

For  on  a  ruftiok  throne  of  dewy  turf, 

With  baneful  fogs  her  aking  temples  bound, 

Quartana  there  prefides,  a  meagre  fiend 


1%  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH.  Book  I* 

Begot  by  Eurus,  when  his  brutal  force 

Comprefs'd  the  flothful  Naiad  of  the  Fens.  130 

From  fuch  a  mixture  fprung  this  fitful  pefl 

With  fev'rim  blafts  fubdues  the  fick'nin<r  land  : 

Cold  tremours  come,  with  mighty  love  of  reft, 

Convulfive  yawnings,  lallitude,  and  pains 

That  fting  the  burden'd  brows,  fatigue  the  loins,  1 35 

And  rack  the  joints  and  ev'ry  torpid  limb, 

Then  parching  heat  fucceeds  till  copious  fvveats 

O'erflow,  a  fhort  relief  from  former  ills : 

Beneath  repeated  ihocks  the  wretches  pine; 

The  vigour  finks,  the  habit  melts  away,  140 

The  cheerful,  pure,  and  animated  bloom 

Dies  from  the  face,  with  fqualid  Atrophy 

Devour'd,  in  fallow  melancholy  clad, 

And  oft'  the  forc'refs  in  her  fated  wrath 

Refigns  them  to  the  Furies  of  her  train,  145 

The  bloated  Hydrops,  and  the  yellow  fiend 

Ting'd  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  quell  of  fites  avoid  the  mournful  plain 
Where  ofiers  thrive  and  trees  that  love  the  lake, 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow  ;  15$ 

Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marfhy  margin  of  the  main  ; 
"For  from  the  humid  foil  and  wat'ry  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rife;  the  fpungy  air 
For  ever  weeps,  or  turgid  with  the  weight  1/5 

Of  waters  pours  a  founding  deluge  down. 
% 
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Skies  fuch  as  thefe  let  ev'ry  mortal  Ihun 

vVho  dreads  the  dropfy,  palfy,  or  the  gout, 

Tertian,  corrofive  fcurvy,  or  moid  catarrh, 

Or  any  other  injury  that  grows  1C0 

From  raw  fpun  fibres  idle  and  unftrung, 

Skin  il!-perfpiring,  and  the  purple  flood 

in  languid  eddies  loit'ring  into  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  fkies  we  pine, 
For  Air  may  be  too  dry.  The  fubtile  heav'n,         1 65 
That  winnows  into  du£  the  blaflcd  downs, 
Bare  and  extended  wide  without  a  ftream, 
Too  fail  imbibes  th'  attenuated  lymph 
Which  by  the  furface  from  the  blood  exhales  ; 
The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  efTay  173 

Their  flexible  vibrations,  or  inflam'd 
Their  tender  ever-moving  flru&ure  thaws : 
Spoil'd  of  its  limpid  vehicle  the  blood 
A  mafs  of  lees  remains,  a  drofiv  tide 
That  flow  as  Lethe  wanders  thro'  the  veins  T  75 

TJnaclive  in  the  fervices  of  iife, 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  thro' 
The  fecret  mazy  channels  of  the  br2in  : 
The  melanchoiick  fiend  (that  worft  defpair 
Of  phyfick)  hence  the  ruit-complexion'd  man      1  So 
Purfues  whofe  blood  is  dry,  whofe  fibres  gain 
Too  fcretch'd  a  tone ;  and  hence  in  climes  adult 
So  fudden  tumults  feize  the  trembling  nerves, 
.\vd  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 

B 
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Fly  if  you  can  thefe  violent  extremes  1 85 

Of  Air ;  the  wholefome  is  nor  moifl  nor  dry. 
But  as  the  pow'r  of  chufing  is  deny 'd 
To  half  mankind  a  further  taik  enfues, 
How  befl:  to  mitigate  thefe  fell  extremes, 
How  breathe  unhurt  the  withering  element  190 

Or  hazy  atmofphere ;  tho'  cuftom  moulds 
To  ev'ry  clime  the  foft  Promethean  clay, 
And  he  who  fir  ft  the  fogs  of  Effex  breath'd 
(So  kind  is  native  Air)  may  in  the  Fens 
Of  Eflex  from  inveterate  ills  revive  J  95 

At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bermuda  caught. 
But  if  the  raw  and  oozv  heav'n  offend 
Correct  the  foil,  and  dry  the  fources  up 
Of  wat'ry  exhalation ;  wide  and  deep 
Condacl  your  trenches  thro*  the  quaking  bog ;     2CO 
Solicitous  with  all  your  winding  arts 
Betray  th'  unwilling  lake  into  the  flream, 
And  weed  the  foreff,  and  invoke  the  winds 
To  break  the  toils  where  ftrangled  vapours  lie, 
Or  thro:  the  thickets  fend  the  crackling  flames :    2C5 
Mean-time  at  home  with  cheerful  fires  difpel 
The  humid  Air,  and  let  vour  table  fmoke 
With  folid  roafi:  or  bak'd,  or  what  the  htids 
Of  tamer  breed  fupply,  or  what  the  wilds 
Yield  to  the  toilfcme  pleafures  cf  the  chafe  :         2 10 
Gerfrous  your : wine,  the  boafl  of  rip'ning  years, 
Eat  frugal  be  your  cups :  the  languid  frame, 
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Vapid  and  funk  from  yeflerday's  debauch, 
Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wat'ry  heav'ns. 
But  neither  thefe  nor  all  Apollo's  arts  215 

Difarm  the  dangers  of  the  dropping  iky 
Unlefs  with  exercife  and  maniy  toil 
You  brace  your  nerves  and  fpur  the  lagging  blood. 
The  fattening  clime  let  all  the  fons  of  Eafe 
Avoid.  If  indolence  would  wifti  to  live,  220 

Go  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  flow  year 
In  fairer  ikies.  If  droughty  regions  parch 
The  foin  and  lungs  and  bake  the  thisk'ning  blood, 
Deep  in  the  waving  forell  chufe  your  feat, 
Where  fuming  trees  refrem  the  thinly  Air,  225 

And  wake  the  .fountains  from  their  fecret  beds, 
And  into  lakes  dilate  the  rapid  ftream. 
Here  fpread  your  gardens  wide,  and  let  the  cool 
The  moifc  relaxing  vegetable  (lore 
Prevail  in  each  repair.;  your  food  fupply'd  230 

By  bleeding  life  be  gently  walled  down 
By  foft  decoction  and  a  mellowing  heat 
To  liquid  balm  ;  or  if  the  lolid  mafs 
You  chufe,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave, 
That  thro'  the  thirlty  channels  of  the  blood  2$$ 

A  fmooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 
The  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cool  recefs 
Its  nectar  acid  or  benign  will  pour 
To  drown  your  third,  or  let  die  mantling  bowl 
Of  keen  fherbet  the  fickle  tafte  relieve ;  24Q 

Bij 
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For  with  the  vifcous  blood  the  fimple  ftream 

Will  hardly  mingle,  and  fermented  cups 

OfV  diffipate  more  moiflure  than  they  give. 

Yet  when  pale  feafons  rife,  or  Winter  rolls 

His  horrours  o'er  the  world,  thou  may'fl  indulge  245 

In  feafts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 

The  mellow  cafk :  then  too  the  fcourging  Air 

Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  fultry  droughts 

Allow :  hut  rarely  we  fuch  Ikies  blafpheme : 

Steep'd  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fogs         250 

J3edew'd,  our  feafons  droop;  incumbent  ftill 

A  pond'rous  heav'n  o'erwhelms  the  finking  foul : 

I.ab'ring  with  ftorms  in  heapy  mountains  rife 

Th*  embattled  clouds,  as  if  the  Stygian  fhades 

Kad  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  Night,  %$$ 

Till  black  with  thunder  all  the  fouth  defcends. 

Scarce  in  a  Ihow'riefs  day  the  heav'ns  indulge 

Our  melting  clime,  except  the  baleful  eaft 

Withers  the  tender  fpring  and  fourly  checks 

The  fancy  of  the  year.  Our  fathers  talk  260 

Of  fummers,  balmy  au*s,  and  ikies  ferene : 

Good  Heav'n !  for  what  unexpiated  crimes 

This  difmal  change !  The  brooding  elements 

Do  they,  your  powerful  miniflers  of  wrath, 

Prepare  fome  fierce  exterminating  plague  ?  %d$ 

Or  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above 

That  lofty  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ? 

Indulgent  Nature !  O  diflblve  this  gloom! 
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Bind  in  eternal  "adamant  the  winds 
That  drown  or  wither,  give  the  genial  weft  270 

To  breathe,  and  in  its  turn  the  fprightly  north, 
And  may  once  more  the  circling  feafons  rule 
The  year,  not  mix  in  ev'ry  monftrous  day ! 
Mean-time  the  moid  malignity  to  fhun 
Of  buruen'd  Ikies,  mark  where  the  dry  champaign 
Swells  into  cheerful  hills,  where  marjoram  276 

And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  Air, 
And  where  the  cynorrhodon  *  with  the  rofe 
For  fragrance  vies,  for  in  the  thirfty  foil 
Moll  fragrant  breathe  the  arcmatick  tribes  :         280 
There  bid  thy  roofs  high  on  thebafking  fleep 
Afcend,  there  light  thy  hofpitable  fires, 
And  Jet  them  fee  the  winter  morn  arife, 
The  fummer  ev'nin^  blufhing  in  the  well, 
While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind     285 
O'ernung  defends  you  from  the  bluff ring  north 
And  bleak  affliction  of  the  peevifh  eaft. 
O  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  founding  foreil  fluctuates  in  the  ftorm, 
To  fink  in  warm  repofe  and  hear  the  din  290 

Howi  o'er  the  Heady  battlements  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  fleep ! 
The  murm'ring  rivulet  and  the  hoarier  flrain 
Of  waters  rufhing  o'er  the  ilipp'ry  rocks 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrofial  reft,  29  c 

*  The  wild  rofe,  or  that  wv  m  en  th~  common  b 

B  iij 
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To  pleafe  the  fancy  is  no  trifling  good 
Where  Health  is  ftudy'd;  for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight  promotes  the  juft 
And  nat'ral  movements  of  th*  harmonious  frame. 
Belides,  the  fportive  brook  for  ever  fhakes  3CO 

The  trembling  Air  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill, 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  inceffant  change 
Of  purefl  element,  refrefhing  ftill 
Your  airy  feat  and  uninfected  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praife  the  man  who  builds  305 

High  on  the  breezy  ridge  whofe  lofty  fides 
Th'  ethereal  deep  with  endlefs  billows  chafes; 
His  purer- manfion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  annoy. 

But  may  no  fogs  from  lake  or  fenny  plain         3 10 
Involve  my  hill !  and  wherefoe'er  you  build, 
Whether  on  funburnt  Epfom  or  the  plains 
Wafh'd  by  the  filent  Lee,  in  Chelfea  low 
Or  high  Blackheath,  with  wintry  winds  aiTail'd, 
Dry  be  your  houfe,  but  airy  more  than  warm,     315 
Elfe  ev'ry  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  ftrike 
Your  tender  body  thro'  with  rapid  pains, 
3:ierce  coughs  will  teafe  you,  hoarfenefs  bind  your 
Or  moid  gravedo  load  your  aking  brows.        [voice, 
Thefe  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell  320 

In  cloifter'd  Air  tainted  v/ith  {teaming  life, 
Let  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms, 
And  ftill  at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
;v'ry  window  drink  the  liquid  iky. 
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Need  we  the  funny  fituation  here  325 

And  theatres  open  to  the  fouth  commend, 
Here  where  the  Morning's  mifty  breath  infefls 
More  than  the  torrid  nocn  ?  How  ficldy  grow, 
How  pale,  the  plants  in  thofe  ill-fated  vales 
That  circled  round  with  the  gigantick  heap         %$$ 
Of  mountains  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  fun ! 
While  on  the  neighb'ring  hill  the  rofe  inflames 
The  verdant  fpring,  in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily  languifhingly  fweet,  2>oS 

O'er  ev'ry  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves, 
And  autumn  ripens  in  the  fummer's  ray. 
Nor  lefs  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 
The  foil'ring  fun,  whofe  energy  divine 
Dwells  not  in  mortal  fire,  whofe  gen'rous  heat    340 
Glows  thro'  the  mafs  of  grolTer  elements, 
And  kindles  into  life  the  pond'rous  fpheres : 
Cheer'd  by  thy  kind  invigorating  warmth 
We  court  thy  beams  great  Majefty  of  Day ! 
If  not  the  foul  the  regent  of  this  world, 
f'irft-born  of  Heav'n,  and  only  lefs  than  God!     346 
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Enough  of  Air;  a  defert  fubjecl;  now, 

Rougher  and  wilder,  rifes  to  my  fight ; 

A  barren  wafle,  where  not  a  garland  grows 

To  bind  the  Mufe's  brow,  not  ev'n  a  proud 

Stupendous  folitude  frowns  o'er  the  heath  5 

To  roufe  a  noble  horrour  in  the  foul, 

But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  Errour  leads 

Thro'  endlefs  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 

Farewell  ethereal  Fields!  the  humbler  arts 

Of  life,  the  Table  and  the  homely  Gods,  10 

Demand  my  fong :  Elyfian  Gales  adieu ! 

The  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  fpirits  flow, 
The  gen'rous  flream  that  waters  ev'ry  part, 
And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life,  conveys 
To  ev'ry  particle  that  moves  or  lives,  15 

This  vital  fluid,  thro'  unnumber'd  tubes 
Pour'd  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded,  fcourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round, 
Enrag'd  with  heat  and  toil,  at  laft  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature ;  virulent  and  thin  %Q 

It  grows,  and  now  but  that  a  thoufand  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight  it  would  deflroy 


Book  II.      ART  OF  PRESGRVlhTG  HEALTH.  21 

The  parts  it  cherifh'd  and  repair'd  before, 

Befides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 

Melt  in  the  mildefl  moil  ne&arcous  tide  25 

That  rip'ning  Nature  rolls,  as  in  the  ftream 

Its  crumbling  banks;  but  what  the  vital  force 

Of  plaflick  fluids  hourly  batters  down 

That  very  force  tliofeplaftick  particles 

Pvebuild  :  fo  mutable  the  ftate  of  man !  30 

For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  giv'n, 

Daily  with  frefh  materials  to  repair 

This  unavoidable  expenfe  oflife, 

This  necefTary  wafte  of  flefti  and  blood : 

Hence  the  conco&ive  pow'rs  with  various  art        35 

Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle, 

The  chyle  to  blood,  the  foamy  purple  tide 

To  liquors,  which  thro'  finer  arteries 

To  diff  'rent  parts  their  winding  courfe  purfue, 

To  try  new  changes  and  new  forms  put  on  40 

Or  for  the  publick  or  fome  private  ufe. 

Nothing  fo  foreign  but  th'  athletick  hind 
Can  labour  into  biood.  The  hungry  meal 
Alone  he  fears  or  aliments  too  thin, 
By  violent  pow'rs  too  eafiiy  fubdu'd,  45 

Too  foon  expell'd.  His  daily  labour  thaws- 
To  friendly  chyle  the  moil  rebellious  mafs 
That  fait  can  harden  or  the  fmoke  of  years; 
Nor  does  his  gorge  the  lufcious  bacon  rue, 
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Nor  that  which  Ceftria  fends,  tenacious  pafte         50 

Offolidmilk    But  ye  of  fo  )\ 

Infirm  and  delicate,  and  ye  w  10  watte 

With  pale  and  bloated  A  ; j  tedious  day, 

Avoid  the  ilubborn  al ;  1  .void 

The  full  repair.,  and  1  .    is  Age  $$ 

Grow  wifer  leflon'd  I  -  opping  teeth. 

Half  fubt ill z'd  to  chyle  the  liquid  food 
Readied  obeys  th'  affimikting  pow'rs, 
And  iuon  the  tender  vegetable  mafs 
Relents,  and  foon  the  young  of  thofe  that  tread     6© 
Tl  tft  earth  or  cleave  the  green  abyfs 

Or  pathkfs  iky.   And  if  the  fteer  mull  fall, 
In  youth  and  fanguine  vigour  let  him  die, 
Nor  ft  ay  till  rigid  age  or  heavy  ails 
Abfolve  him  ill -requited  from  the  yoke.  6$ 

Some  with  high  forage  and  luxuriant  eafe 
Indulge  the  vet'ran  ox;  but  wifer  thou 
From  the  bald  mountain  or  the  barren  downs 
Expect  the  flocks  by  frugal  Nature  fed, 
A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercife  7° 

Refin'd  and  fcanty  fare ;  for  old  or  young 
The  flall'd  are  never  healthy  nor  the  cramm'd. 
Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholefome  food  th'  abominable  growth 
Of  reft  and  gluttony ;  the  prudent  tafte  75 

Rejects  like  bane  fuch  loathfome  lufcioufnefs; 
The  languid  ftomach  curfestv'n  the  pure 
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Delicious  fat  and  all  the  race  of  oil, 

more  the  oily  aliments  relax 
Its  feeble  cone,  and  with  the  eager  lymph  80 

(Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets) 
Coyly  they  mix,  and  fhun  with  flipp'ry  wiles 
The  woo'd  embrace.  Th'  irrefoluble  oil, 
So  gentle  late  and  blandishing,  in  floods 
Ol  rancid  bile  o'erflows :  what  tumults  hence         85 
What  horrours  rife  were  naufeous  to  relate. 
Chuie  leaner  viands  ye  whofe  jovial  make  - 
Too  fail  the  gur.  my  nutriment  imbibes, 
Chtil'e  fober  meals,  and  roufe  to  active  life 
Your  cumbrous  clay,  nor  on  th'  enfeebling  down  90 
Irresolute  protract  the  morning  hours: 
But  let  the  man  whofe  bones  are  thinly  clad 
With  cheerful  cafe  and  fu  ecu  lent  repaft 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can  ;  for  each 
Extreme  departs  from  perfect  fanity.  95 

I  could  relate  w  hat  table  this  demands 
Or  that  complexion,  what  the  various  po'w'rs 
Of  various  food- ;  but  fifty  years  would  roll 
And  fifty  more  before  the  tale  were  done. 
Eefides,  there  often  lurks  fome  nameiefs,  ilrange,  ICO 
Peculiar  thine,  nor  on  the  fkin  difplay'd, 
Felt  in  the  pulfe,  nor  in  the  habit  fctn, 
Which  finds  a  poifon  in  the  food  thrffmoft 
The  temp'rature  affecls.  There  are  whofe  blood 
Impetuous  rages  thro1  the  turgid  veins  105 
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Who  better  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  Ind 

Than  the  moift  melon  or  pale  cucumber: 

Of  chilly  nature  others  fly  the  board 

Sopply'd  With  flaughter,  and  the  Vernal  pow'rs 

Fdr  cooler  kinder  fuftenance  implore  :  I  ro 

Some  ev'n  the  gen'rous  nutriment deteft 

Which  in  the  {hell  the  fleeping  embryo  rears : 

Some,  more  unhappy  flill,  repent  the  gifts 

Of  Pales,  fofc,  delicious,  and  benign, 

The  balmy  quinteilence  of  e  v'ry  flow'r,  1 1$ 

And  ev'ry  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  fpririg, 

The  foft'ring  dew  of  tender  fprouting  life, 

The  befl:  refection  of  declining  age, 

The  kind  reflorative  of  thofe  who  lie 

Half  dead  atid  panting,  from  the  doubtful  flrife  120 

Of  nature  flruggling  in  the  grafp  of  death. 

Try  all  the  bounties  of  this  fertile  globe 

There  is  not  fuch  a  falutary  food 

As  fuits  with  ev'ry  ftomach :  but  (except 

Amid  the  mingled  mafs  of  filh  and  fowl,  1 25 

And  boil'd  and  bak'd,  you  hefitate  by  which 

You  funk  oppro&'d,  or  whether  not  by  all) 

Taught  by  experience  foon  you  may  difcern 

What  pleats  what  offends.  Avoid  the  cates 

That  lull  the  ficken'd  appetite  too  long,  130 

Or  heave  with  fevVifh  flufhings  all  the  face, 

Burn  in  the  palms,  and  parch  the  rough'ning  tongfce, 

0r  much  iiminifh  or  too  much  facreafe 
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Th'  expenfe  which  Nature's  wife  economy 
Without  or  wade  or  avarice  maintains.  1 35 

Such  oates  afyur'd  let  prowling  Hunger  loofe, 
And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will ; 
They  fcarce  can  err  amid  the  various  flores 
That  burft  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Ted  by  fagacious  taf:e  the  ruthlefs  king  I40 

Of  beads  on  blood  and  flaughter  only  lives ; 
The  tiger,  form'd  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
Would  at  the  manger  ftarve;  of  milder  feeds 
The  gen'rous  horfe  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
Confines  his  wifli,  tho'  fabling  Greece  refound     145 
The  Thracian  fteedswith  human  carnage  wild. 
Prompted  by  Inftinct's  never-erring  pow'r 
Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment; 
But  man,  th'  inhabitant  of  ev'ry  clime, 
With  all  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds.  I50 

Directed,  bounded,  by  this  pow'r  within 
Their  cravings  are  well  aim'd.  Voluptuous  man 
Is  by  fuperiour  faculties  mifled, 
Mifled  from  pleafure  ev'n  in  quefl  of  joy. 
Sated  with  Nature's  boons,  what  thoufands  feck,  1 55 
With  dimes  tortur'dfrom  their  native  tafle 
And  mad  variety,  to  fpur  beyond 
Its  wifer  will  the  jaded  appetite  ! 
Is  this  for  pleafure  ?  learn  a  jufter  tafle, 
And  know  that  temp'rance  is  true  luxury :  I$0 

Or  is  it  pride  ?  purfue  fome  nobler  aim; 

C 
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Difmifs  your  parafites  who  praife  for  hire, 

And  earn  the  fair  efleem  of  honeft  men, 

Whofe  praife  is  fame.  Form'd  of  fuch  clay  as  yotir's 

The  fick  the  needy  fhiver  at  your  gates ;  165 

Ev'n  modefl  Want  may  blefs  your  hand  unfeen, 

Tho'  hufh'd  in  patient  wretchednefs  at  home. 

Is  there  no  virgin  gr ac'd  with  ev'ry  charm 

But  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow  ? 

No  youth  of  genius  whofe  neglected  bloom  1 70 

Unfofter'd  fickens  in  the  barren  (hade  ? 

No  worthy  man  by  Fortune's  random  blows, 

Or  by  a  heart  too  gen'rous  and  humane, 

ConftrainVi  to  leave-hia  happy  natal  feat, 

And  figh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  his  own  ?      I ]$ 

There  arc  while  human  miferies  abound 

A  thoufand  ways  to  wafle  fupertluous  wealth 

Without  one  fool  or  flatt'rer  at  your  board, 

Without  one  hour  c  i  ficknefs  or  difguft. 

But  other  ills  th'  ambiguous  feaft  purfue  180 

Befides  provoking  the  lufcivious  tafle. 
Such  various  foods  tho'  harmlcfs  each  alone 
Each  other  violate,  and  oft'  we  fee 
What  flrife  is  brew'd  and  what  pernicious  bane 
From  combinations  of  innoxious  things.  185 

Th'  unbounded  tafle  I  mean  not  to  confine 
To  hermit's  Diet  necdlefsiy  fevere : 
But  would  ycu  long  the  fweets  of  Health  enjoy 
Or  hufband  plcafure,  at  one  impious  meal 
Exhaufl  not  half  the  bounties  of  the  year  190 
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Of  cv'ry  realm.  It  matters  not-  mean-while 
How  much  to-morrow  differ  from  to-day  ; 
So  far  indulge:  it  is  fit  belies  that  man, 
To  ch:.  ■  noxious,  be  to  change  inur'd : 

But  flay  the  curious  appetite,  and  taile  1 95 

With  caution  fruits  you  never  try'd  before : 
l^or  want  of  ufe  the  kindeit  aliment 
Sometimes  offends,  while  cuilom  tames  the  rage 
Of  poifon  to  mild  amity  with  life. 

So  Heav'n  has  form'd  us  to  the  gen'ral  tafte     2CO 
Of  all  its  gifts,  fo  cuilom  has  improved 
This  bent  of  Nature,  that  few  fimple  foods 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean,  yield 
liut  by  excefs  offend.  Beyond  the  lenfe 
Of  light  refection  at  the  genial  board  %c$ 

Indulge  not  often,  nor  protract,  the  feait 
To  dull  fatiety,  till  foft  and  How 
A  drowzy  deach  creeps  on,  th'  expanfive  foul 
Opprefs'd  and  fmother'd  the  celeilial  fire. 
The  ftomach  urg'd beyond  its  active  tone  2IO 

Hardly  to  nutrimental  chvle  fubdues 
The  fofteil  food;  unfinim'd  and  deprav'd, 
The  chyle  in  all  its  future  wand'rings  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain,  not  by  purer  icrcams 
So  to  be  clear'd'but  foulnefs  will  remain.  .  2  rj 

To  fparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
Th'  unripen'd  grape  \  or  what  mechanickikill 
From  the  crude  ore  can  fpiu  the  ductile  gold  \ 

Cij 
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Grofs  riot  treasures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Of  plagues,  but  more  immedicable  ills  220 

Attend  the  lean  extreme;  for  phyfick  knows 
How  to  disburden  the  too  tumid  veins, 
Ev'n  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour'd  blood; 
33ut  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes 
Coliaps'd  and  fhruuk  with  long  inanity,  225 

And  with  balfamick  nutriment  repair 
The  dry'd  and  worn-out  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green  and  wear  a  fecond  fpring, 
Or  the  tall  afh  long  ravilh'd  from  the  foil 
Thro*  wither'd  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew.        23Q 
When  hunger  calls  obey,  nor  often  wait 
Till  hunger  fharpen  to  corrofive  pain ; 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  feafl  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear,  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverfe.        235 
Too  greedilv  th'  exhaufled  veins  abforb 
The  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  pow'rs 
Oft'  to  th'  extinction  of  the  vital  flame. 
To  the  pale  cities  by  the  firm-let  fiege 
And  famine  humbled  may  this  verie  be  borne ;    240 
And  hear  ye  hardieft  Sons  that  Albion  breeds, 
Long  tofs'd  and  faminVd  on  the  wintry  main ! 
The  war  fliook  off,  or  hofpitable  more 
Attain'd,  with  temp'rance  bear  the  fhock  of  joy, 
Nor  crown  with  ftftive  rites  th'  aufpicious  day ;  24J 
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Such  feaft  might  prove  more  fatal  than  the  waves, 

Than  war  or  famine.  While  the  vital  fire 

Burns  feebly  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on, 

But  prudently  foment  the  wandering  fpark 

With  what  the  fooneft  feeds  its  kindred  touch:    250 

Be  frugal  ev'n  of  that ;  a  little  give 

At  firil,  that  kindled  add  a  little  more, 

Till  by  deliberate  nourishing  the  flame 

Reviv'd  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

jjut  tho'  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune)  255 

Extremes  have  each  their  vice,  it  much  avails 
1  \  er  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that ;  fo  nature  learns  to  hear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.  Eefides,  a  meagre  <da)  fubdues  260 

The  cruder  clods  by  Qptfj  or  luxury 
Collecled,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  averfion  to  the  fea 
Comes  on  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lowers; 
Then  is  a  time  to  ihun  the  tempting  board  265 

Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day  : 
Perhaps  a  fa,ft  fo  feafonable  ftarves 
The  latent  feeds  cf  wo,  which  rooted  once 
Might  coil  you  labour:  but  the  day  return'd 
Of  feftai  luxury  the  wife  indulge 
Moil  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed  ; 
Then  chiefly  when  the  fummer  beams  inflame 
The  brazen  heav'ns,  or  angry  .'jiriusfhi.ds 

C  i|j 
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A  fev'rifh  taint  thro' the  flill  gulf  of  air; 
The  moifl  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup       1J$ 
From  the  frefr  dairy-virgin's  lib'ral  hand, 
Will  fave  your  head  from  harm  tho'  round  the  world 
The  dreaded  caufos  *  roll  his  wafteful  fires. 
Pale  humid  Winter  loves  the  gen'rous  board, 
The  meal  more  copious,  and  a  warmer  fare,         2oO 
And  longs  with  old  woo^  and  old  wipe  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart.  The  feafons  which  divide 
Th'  empires  of  heat  and  cold,  by  neither  claim'd, 
Influenced  by  both,  a  middle  regimen 
Impofe.  Thro'  autumn's  languishing  domain       285 
Descending  Nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury;  but  from  the  depth 
Of  winter  when  th'  invigorated  year 
Emerges,  when  Favonius,  flufh'd  with  love, 
Toyful  and  young,  in  ev'ry  breeze  defcends         290 
More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride, 
Then  Shepherds !  then  begin  to  fpare  your  flocks, 
And  learn  with  wife  humanity  to  check 
The  luft  of  blood.  Now  pregnant  earth  commits 
A  various  offspring  to  th'  indulgent  fky,  295 

Now  bounteous  Nature  feeds  with  lavifh  hand 
The  Drone  creation,  yields  what  once  fufjie'd 
Their  dainty  fov'reign  when  the  world  was  young, 
Ere  yet  the  barb'rous  thirft  of  blood  had  feiz'd 
The  human  breafl. — Each  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  fuits  it  moll ;  fo  does  each  clime,    3c  1 
*  7  he  burning  fever. 
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Far  in  the  horrid  realms  of  Winter,  where 
Th'  eftablinYd  ocean  heap9  a  monltrous  wafte 
Of  mining  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  pole, 
There  lives  a  hardy  race,  whofe  plainefl  wants    305 
Relentlefs  earth,  their  cruel  llepmother, 
Regards  not.  On  the  wafte  of  iron  fields 
Untam'd,  intractable,  no  harvefts  wave; 
Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownifh  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.  In  this  frozen  world        310 
Such  cooling  gifts  were  vain ;  a  litter  meal 
Is  earn'd  with  eafe,  for  here  the  fruitful  fpawn 
Of  Ocean  fwarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
With  gen'rous  fare  and  luxury  profufe.  3 14 

Thefe  are  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know, 
Thefe  and  their  willing  flave  the  deer,  that  crops 
The  fhrubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 
Girt  by  the  burning  zone  not  thus  the  South 
Her  fwarthy  fons  in  either  Ind  maintains, 
Or  thirfty  Libya,  from  whofe  fervid  loins  37,6 

The  lion  burfls  and  ev'ry  fiend  that  roams 
Th*  affrighted  wildernefs.  The  mountain  herd 
Aduft  and  dry  no  fvveet  repaft  affords, 
Nor  doe*  the  tepid  main  fuch  kinds  produce, 
So  perfect,  fo  delicious,  as  the  fhoals  325 

Of  icy  Zembla.  Rafhly  where  the  blood 
Brew's  fev'rifh  frays,  where  fcarce  the  tubes  fuflain 
kumid  fervour  and  tempeftucus  courfc, 
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Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  fuch  gifts  as  thefe  : 

But  here  in  livid  ripenefs  melts  the  grape,  330- 

Here  fmifiVd  by  invigorating  funs 

Thro'  the  green  (hade  the  golden  orange  glows, 

Spontaneous  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 

A  gen'rous  pulp,  the  coco  fweils  on  high 

With  milky  riches,  and  in  horrid  mail  335 

The  crifp  ananas  wraps  its  poignant  fweets, 

Earth's  vaunted  progeny!  in  ruder  air 

Too  coy  to  flourifli,  ev'n  too  proud  to  live, 

Or  hardly  rais'd  by  artificial  fire 

To  vapid  life  :  here  with  a  mother's  fmile  340 

Glad  Amalthca  pours  her  copious  horn; 

Here  buxom  Ceres  reigns;  th'  autumnal  fea 

In  boundlefs billows  u ucluatcs  o'er  their  plains : 

What  fuits  the  climate  bed,  what  fuits  the  men, 

Nature  profufes  mod,  and  mod  the  taile  345 

Demands.  The  fountain  e6g\\  with  racy  wine 

Or  acid  fruit  bedews  their  tbirfty  fouls ; 

The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  their  limbs 

Supports  in  elfe  intolerable  air, 

While  the  cool  palm,  the  plantain,  and  the  grove 

That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  ailuage  35 1 

The  torrid  hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

Now  come  ye  Naiads!  to  the  fountains  lead; 
Now  let  me  wander  thro'  your  gelid  reign  ; 
I  burn  to  view  th'  enthufiadiek  wilds  $55 

By  mortal  elfe  untrod.  I  hear  the  din 
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Of  waters  thund'ring  o'er  the  ruinM  cliffs; 

With  holy  rt  v'rence  I  approach  the  rocks 

Whence  glide  the  ftreams  renown'd  in  ancient  fong. 

Here  from  the  dtfert  down  the  rumbling  fleep    360 

Fir  ft  fprings  the  Nile,  here  burfls  the  founding  Po 

In  angry  waves,  Euphrates  hence  devolves 

A  mighty  flood  to  water  Half  the  eaft, 

And  there  in  Gothick  folitude  reclin'd 

The  cheerlefs  Tanais  pours  his  hoary  urn.  $^5 

What  folemn  twilight!  what  ftupendous  fhades 

Inwrap  their  in/ant  floods!  thro'  ev'ry  nerve 

A  facred  horrour  thrills,  a  pleafing  fear 

Glides  o'er  my  frame.  The  foreft  deepens  round, 

And  more  gigantick  ftill  th'  impending  trees       37© 

Stretch  their  extravagant  arms  athwart  the  glcoml 

Arc  thefe  the  confines  of  fome  Fairv  world, 

A  land  of  Genii  ?  Say  beyond  thefe  wilds 

What  unknown  nations?  if  indeed  beyond 

Aught  habitable  lies ;  and  whither  leads,  3  75 

To  what  flrange  regions  or  o»  blifs  or  pain, 

That  fubterraneous  way  ?  Propitious  Maids! 

Conduct  me  while  with  fearful  fteps  I  tread 

This  trembling  ground.  The  tafk  remains  to  fing 

Your  gifts,  (fo  Pceon,  fo  the  Pow'rs  of  Health,   380 

Command)  to  praife  your  cry  ft  a!  element, 

The  chief  ingredient  in  Heav'n's  various  works, 

Whole  flexile  genius  fparkles  in  the  gem, 

Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  win?, 
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The  vehicle,  the  fource,  of  nutriment  385 

And  life  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 
<  O  comfortable  Streams!  with  eager  lips 
And  trembling  hand  the  languid  thirfty  quaff 
New  life  in  you ;  frefh  vigour  fills  their  veins. 
No  warmer  cups  the  rural  ages  knew,  390 

None  warmer  fought  the  fires  of  humankind : 
Happy  in  temp'rate  peace  their  equal  days 
Felt  not  th'  alternate  fits  of  fev'rifh  mirth 
And  fick  d  ejection  :  flill  ferene  and  pleas'd 
They  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  foul      395 
With  pleafure  yields  to  and  would  ne'er  forget : 
Blcil  with  divine  immunity  from  ails 
Long  centuries  they  liv'd ;  their  only  fate 
Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  fleep  than  death. 
Oh!  could  thofe  worthies  from  the  world  of  gods 
Return  to  vint  their  degen 'rate  fons,  4GI 

How  would  they  fcorn  the  joys  of  modern  time, 
With  all  our  art  and  toil  improved  to  pain  ! 
Too  happy  they  1  but  wealth  brought  luxury, 
And  luxury  on  floth  begot  difeafe.  405 

Learn  temp'ranceFriends !  and  hear  without  difdain 
The  choice  of  water.  Thus  the  Coan  fage  * 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  learn'd  of  ev'ry  fchocl : 
What  lead  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  bell;  the  lighter!  then  what  bears  the  touch      4 10 
Of  fire  the  leaft,  and  fooneft  mounts  in  air  ; 
%         #  Hippocrates. 
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The  moil  infipid  the  moil  void  of  fmell. 

Such  the  rude  mountain  from  his  horrid  fides 

Pours  down,  fuch  waters  in  the  fandy  vale 

For  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frofts  415 

And  fummer's  heat  feenre.  The  crvftal  dream 

Thro'  rocks  refounding1,  or  for  manv  a  mile 

O'crthechaf  dpebhleshuried,yieldswholefon*e.mire, 

And  mellow  draughts,  except  when  winter  thaws, 

And  half  the  mountains  melt  into  the  tide.  4ZO 

Tho'  third  were  e'er  10  refolute  avoid 

The  fordid  lake,  and  all  fuch  drowiV  fLoods 

As  fill  from  Lethe  Belgia's  flow  canals, 

(  With  red  corrupt,  with  veneration  green, 

Squalid  with  generation  and  the  birth  425 

Of  little  monfters)  till  the  pow'r  of  tire 

Has  from  profane  embraces  difengag'd 

The  violated  lymph.  The  virgin  dream. 

In  boiling  wades  its  finer  foul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  fimpie  element  dilutes  433 

The  food,  or  rives  the  chvle  fo  foon  to  flew  : 
But  where  the  flomach,  indolent  and  cold, 
Toys  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 
Tlv  infipid  ilream,  tho*  golden  Ceres  yields 
A  more  voluptuous  a  more  fpi  ightly  draught,     435 
Perhap«  more  aclive:  wine  unmix'd,  and  all 
The  gluy  floods  that  from  the  vex'd  abyf, 
Of  fermentation  fpring,  with  fpirit  fr«  ught, 
And  furious  with  i  rating  lire, 


; 
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Retard  concocliori,  and  preferve  unthaw'd  44a 

Th'  embody'd  mafs.  You  fee  what  countlefs  years* 
Embalm'd  in  fiery  quinteiTence  of  wine, 
The  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 
The  tender  rudiments  of  life,  the  Aim 
Unraveliings  of  minute  anatomy,  445 

Maintain  their  texture  and  unchang'd  remain. 

We  curfe  not  wine  ;  the  vile  extefs  we  blame, 
More  fruitful  than  th'  accumulated  board 
Of  pain  and  mifery;  for  thefubtile  draught 
Fafter  and  furer  fwells  the  vital  tide,  45  c 

And  with  more  active  poifon  than  the  floods 
Of  groiTer  crudity  convey  pervades 
The  far  remote  meanders  of  our  frame. 
Ah !  fly  Deceiver !  branded  o'er  and  o'er* 
Yet  flill  believ'd !  exulting  o'er  the  wreck  455 

Of  fober  vows !« — But  the  Pafnaflian  Maids 
Another  time  perhaps  (hall  fing  the  joys, 
The  fatal  charms,  the  many  woes,  of  wine, 
Perhaps  its  various  tribes  and  various  pow'rs  *. 

Mean-time  I  would  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 
Nor  ev'ry  trefpafs  fnun.  The  fev'rifh  ilrife  461 

Rous'd  by  the  rare  debauch  fubdues,  expels, 
The  loit'ring  crudities  that  burden  life, 
And  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid  clears 
Th'  obftruded  tubes.  Befides,  this  refllefs  world 
Js  full  of  chances,  which  by  habit's  pow'*^         466 
*  See  Book  IV. 
I 
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To  learn  to  bear  is  eafier  than  to  ihun. 

Ah !  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold, 

Or  facred  country,  calls  with  mellowing  wine 

To  moiflen  well  the  thirfty  iuffrages,  47c 

Say  how,  unfeafon'd  to  the  midmVht  frays 

Of  Com  us  and  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 

With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur'd  ? 

Then  learn  to  revel,  but  by  flow  degrees; 

By  flow  degrees  the  libYal  arts  arc  won  4  75 

And  Hercules  grew  ftrong.  But  when  you  fmooth 

The  brows  of  Care  indulge  your  feftive  vein 

II)  cups  by  weiiinfurm'd  experience  found 

The  leaf!  your  bane,  and  only  with  your  friends : 

There  are  iweet  follies,  frailties,  to  be  feen  480 

By  friends  alone  and  men  of  gen'rous  minds. 

Oh  feldcm  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep !  I  would  not  daily  taile, 
Except  when  life  declines,  ev'n  fober  cups. 
"Weak  withering  Age  no  rigid  law  forbids  485 

With  frugal  nedar fmooth  and  flow,  with  balm, 
The  faplefs  habit  daily  to  bedew, 
And  give  the  hefitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play  :  but  youth  has  better  joys; 
And  is  it  wife  when  youth  with  pleafure  flows    450 
To  fnuander  the  reliefs  of  age  and  pain  ? 

What  dextrous  thoufands  juft,  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  courfe ! 
Perhaps  no  fickiy  oualms  bedim  their  days, 

D 
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No  morning  admonitions  {hock  the  head;  495 

But  ah  what  woes  remain !  life  rolls  apace, 
And  that  incurable  difeafe  old  age, 
In  youthful  bodies  more  feverely  felt, 
More  fternly  active,  makes  their blafled  prime, 
Except  kind  Nature  by  fome  hafty  blow  500 

Prevent  the  lingering-  Fates:  for  know  whate'er 
Beyond  its  natural  fervour  hurries  on 
The  faflguine  tide,  whether  the  frequent  bowl, 
High-feafon'd  fare,  or  exercif'e  to  toil 
Protracted,  fpurs  to  its  laft  ftage  tir'd  life,  505 

And  fows  the  temples  with  untimely  fnow. 
When  life  is  new  the  ductile  fibres  feel 
The  heart's  increafing  force,  and  day  by  day 
The  growth  advances,  till  the  larger  tubes 
Acquiring  (from  their  *  elemental  vein9  510 

Condens'd  to  folid  chords)  a  firmer  tone, 
Suflain,  and  juft  fuftain,  th'  impetuous  blood  : 
Here  flops  the  growth.  With  overbearing  pulfe 
And  prefigure  ftiil  the  great  dellroy  the  fmall, 

*  In  the  human  body  as  well  asr  in  thofe  of  other  animals  the 
larger  blood  veflels  are  compofed  of  frrralleV  ones,  v.  hich  by  the 
violent  motion  and  prtiri;re  of  the  winds  in  the  large  veflels  iofc 
their  cavities  by  degrees,  and  degenerate  into  impervious 
chords  or  fibres.  In  proportion  as  thefc  fmall  veflels  become 
folid  the  larger  mult  of  courfe  grtftv  fcfs  extenfib,  more  rigid, 
and  make  a  fironger  refiftanee  Ba  ion  of  the  heart  and 

force  of  the  blood.  From  this  gradual  condensation  of  the  fmall- 
er  vefTels,  and  conTeqiieitt!  rigidity  of  the  larger  ones,  the  pro- 
grefs  of  the  human  body  from  infancy  to  old  age  is  accounted 
for. 
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Still  with  the  ruins  of  the  fmali  grow  itrong :       5 15 

Life  glows  mean-time  amid  the  grinding  force 

Of  vifcuous  fluids  and  elaitiek  tubes ; 

Its  various  functions  vig'rouily  are  ply'd 

By  flrong  machin'ry,  and  in  lolid  Health 

The  m:  n  confirm'd  long  triumphs  o'tr  difeafe.    520 

But  the  full  ocean  ebbs :  there  is  a  point 

By  Nature  fix'd  whence  life  mult  downward  tend; 

For  Hill  the  beating  tide  confolidates 

The  flubbcrn  vefleis,  more  reluctant  ftill 

To  the  weak  throbs  of  th'  illfupported  heart :      5  25 

This  languishing,  thefe  firengtrTning,  by  degrees 

To  hard  unyielding  uaelaftick  bone, 

Thro1  tedious  channel  the  congealing  flood 

Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on; 

It  loiters  full,  and  now  it  ftirs  no  more.  530 

i  is  the  period  few  attain,  the  death 
Of  Nature.  Thus  (fo  Heav'n  ordain'd  it)  life 
Deftroys  it f elf;  and  could  thefe  laws  have  cliang'd 

■ftor  mijrht  now  the  fates  of  Trov  relate, 
And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  fong.  535 

What  does  not  fade  ?  The  tow'r  that  long  had  flood 
The  crufli  of  thunder  and  the  wfarring  winds 
Shook  by  the  flow  but  fure  deflrover  Time 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o'er  its  bafe, 
And  flinty  pyramids  and  walls  of  brafs  540 

Defcend.  The  Babylonian  fpires  are  funk; 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt,  moulder  down. 

Dij 
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Time  makes  the  ftable  tyranny  of  thrones, 

And  tott'ring  empires  rum  by  their  own  weight. 

This  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old,  545 

And  all  thofe  worlds  that  roll  around  the  fun, 

The  fun  himfelf,  mail  die,  and  ancient  Night 

Again  involve  the  defolate  abyfs, 

Till  the  great  Father  thro'  the  lifelefs  gloom 

Extend  his  arm  to  light  another  world,  55O 

And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws : 

For  thro'  the  regions  of  unbounded  fpace, 

Whtre  unconfm'd  Omnipotence  hasroom3 

Being  in  various  fyftems  fluctuates  ilill 

Between  creation  and  abhorr'd  decay ;  j  r  r 

It  ever  did,  perhaps  and  ever  will : 

New  worlds  are  ilill  emerging  from  the  deep, 

The  old  descending  in  their  turns  to  rife .  558 
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BOOK  III.  EXERCISE. 

1  hro'  various  toils  trT  adventurous  Mufe  has  paft, 
But  half  the  toil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 
Rude  is  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  fong, 
Plain,  and  of  little  ornament,  and  I 
But  little  practis'd  in  th' Acnian  arts :  5 

Vet  not  in  vain  fuch  Labours  have  we  try'd 
if  aught  thefe  Lays  the  fickle  Health  confirm. 
To  you  ye  Delicate !  I  write,  for  you 
I  tame  mv  youth  to  philofophkk  cares. 
And  grow  ftili  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps.  10 

Not  to  debilitate  with  tim'rcfeis  rules 
A  hardy  frame,  nor  needlefsly  to  brave 
Unglorious daggers,  proud  of  mortal  llrength, 
Is  all  the  leffon  that  in  wholefc-me  years 
Concerns  the  ftrong.  Mis  care  were  ili  beftow'd    15 
Who  would  with  warm  effeminacy  nurie 
The  thriving  oak  which  on  the  mountain's  brow 
Bears  all  the  blafts  that  fweep  the  wintry  heav'n. 

Behold  the  labYer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
In  dull,  in  rain,  in  cold  and  fultry  ileies:  20 

Save  but  the  grain  from  mil  the  flood 

Nought  anxious  he  what  fickly  ftars  alcend. 

Diij 
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He  knows  no  laws  by  ./Efculapius  giv'n, 

He  fludies  none ;  yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 

Infeft  n(  r  thofe  envenom'd  fhafts  that  fly  2$ 

When  rapid  S  rius  fires  th'  autumnal  noon. 

His  habit  pure  with  plain  and  temp'rate  meals, 

Robufl  with  labour,  and  by  cuflom  fleerd 

To  ev'ry  cafualty  of  vary'd  life, 

Serene  he  bears  the  peevifh  eaflern  blaft,  30 

And  uninfected  breathes  the  mortal  fouth. 

Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  fober  life, 
Of  labour  fuch.  By  Health  the  peafant's  toil 
Is  well  repaid,  if  exercife  were  pain 
Indeed  and  temp'rance  pain.  By  arts  like  thefe      35 
Laconia  nurs'd  of  old  her  hardy  fons, 
And  Rome's  unconquer'd  legions  urg'd  their  way 
Unhurt  thro*  ev'ry  toil  in  ev'ry  clime. 

-Toil  and  be  flrong.  By  toil  the  flaccid  nerves 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a  more  compacted  tone ;       40 
The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  fubdu'd, 
Mellow'd,  and  fubtiliz'd,  the  vapid  old 
Expell'd,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 
Come  my  Companions !  ye  who  feel  the  charms 
Of  Nature  and  the  year ;  come,  let  us  ftray  45 

Where  chance  or  fancy  leads  our  roving  walk; 
Come  while  the  foft  voluptuous  breezes  fan 
The  fleecy  heav'ns,  inwrap  the  limbs  in  balm, 
And  flied  a  charming  languor  o'er  the  foul; 
Nor  when  bright  Winter  fows  with  prickly  frofl  5® 
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The  vig'rous  ether  in  unmanly  warmth 

Indulge  at  home,  nor  ev'n  when  Eurus'  Malts 

This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab'ring  woods. 

My  lib'ral  walks,  fave  when  the  fkies  in  rain 

Or  fogs  relent,  no  feafon  mould  confine  $$ 

Or  to  the  cloifter'd  gall'ry  or  arcade. 

Go  climb  the  mountain ;  from  th'  ethereal  fource 

Imbibe  the  recent  gale.  The  cheerful  morn 

Beams  o'er  the  hills ;  go  mount  th'  exulting  fteed  : 

Already  fee  the  deep-mouth'd  beagles  catch  6s 

The  tainted  mazes,  and  on  eager  fport 

Intent  with  emulous  impatience  try 

Each  doubtful  trace  :  or  if  a  nobler  prey 

Delight  you  more,  go  chafe  the  defp'rate  deer, 

And  thro'  its  deepeft  folitudes  awake  C$ 

The  vocal  foreft  with  the  jovial  horn, 

Eut  if  the  breathlefs  chafe  o'er  hill  and  dale 
Exceed  your  ftrength,  a  fport  of  lefs  fatigue, 
Not  lefs  delightful,  the  prolifick  dream 
Affords.  The  cryftal  rivulet  that  o'er  7 • 

A  ftony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maze 
Swarms  with  the  filver  fry :  fuch  thro'  the  bounds 
Of  pafl'ral  Stafford  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 
Such  Eden,  fprung  from  Cumbrian  mountains  ;  fuch 
The  Elk,  o'erhung  with  woods  ,•  and  fuch  the  ftream 
On  whofe  Arcadian  banks  I  firft  drew  air,  76 

l.xddal,  till  now,  except  in  Dorick  lays, 
Tun'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  loyefick  fwains, 
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Unknown  in  fong,  tho'  not  a  purer  flream  79 

Thro'  meads  more  flow'ry  or  more  romantick  groves 

Rolls  toward  the  weftern  main.  Hail  facred  Flood ! 

May  itill  thy  hofpitable  fwains  be  bled 

In  rural  innocence,  thy  mountains  ftill 

Teem  with  the  fleecy  race,  thy  tuneful  woods 

For  ever  fiourifh,  and  thy  vales  look  gay  85 

With  painted  meadows  and  the  golden  grain  ! 

Oft*  with  thy  blooming  fons,  when  life  was  new, 

Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charm'd  with  toys, 

In  thy  tranfparent  eddies  have  I  lav'd, 

Oft*  trae'd  with  patient  Heps  thy  Fairy  banks,        90 

With  the  wellimitated  fly  to  hook 

The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  {lender  line 

And  yielding  rod  folicit  to  the  more 

The  flruggling  panting  prey,  while  vernal  clouds 

And  tepid  gales  obfeur'd  the  rufHed  pool,  95 

And  from  the  deeps  call'd  forth  the  wanton  fwarms. 

Form'd  on  the  Samian  fchool  or  thofe  of  Ind 
There  are  who  think  thefe  paftimes  fcarce  humane  : 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentlefs  I) 
His  life  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  flains.  100 

But  if  thro'  genuine  tendernefs  of  heart, 
Or  fecret  want  of  relifh  for  the  game, 
You  ftiun  the  glories  of  the  chafe,  nor  care 
To  haunt  the  peopled  flream,  the  garden  yields 
A  foft  amufement,  an  humane  delight.  1 05 

To  raife  th'  infipid  nature  of  the  ground, 
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Or  tame  its  lavage  genius  to  the  grace 

Of  carelefsfweet  ruiliciry  that  fecms 

The  amiable  refuit  cf  happy  chance, 

Is  to  create,  and  gives  a  godlike  joy  1 1$ 

Which  ev'ry  year  improves.  Nor  thou  difdain 

To  check  the  lawlefs  t'u  t  of  the  trees 

To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 

O  happy  he  whom  v\  hen  his  years  decline 

(Hi*  fortune  and  his  fame  by  worthy  n.eans         115 

Attain'd,  and  equal  to  his  mod'rate  mind, 

His  life  approv'd  by  all  the  wife  and  good, 

F.v'n  envy'd  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  groves 

Of  Epicurus  from  this  ftormy  world 

Receive  to  reft,  of  all  ungrateful  cares  1%% 

Abfolv'd,  and  iacred  from  the  feifjfh  crowd! 

Happiell  of  men  !  if  the  fame  foil  invites 

A  chefen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 

Once  fellow-rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends, 

With  whom  in  eafy  commerce  to  purfue  1 25 

Nature's  free  charms,  and  vie  for  fylvan  fame; 

A  fair  ambition,  void  of  flrife  or  guile, 

Or  jealoufy  or  pain  to  be  outdone ; 

Who  plans  th'  enchanted  garden,  who  directs 

The  vifr.o  beft,  and  belt  conducts  the  flream,         130 

Whofe  grove*  the  faireft  thicken  and  afcend, 

Whom  firfl  the  welcome  fpring  falutes,  who  (hews 

The  earlieft  bloom,  the  fweeteil  proudeft  charms 

Of  Flora,  who  belt  gives  Pomona's  juice 
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To  match  the  fprightly  genius  of  Champaign.     135 

Thrice  happy  days  in  rural  bus'neis  paft ! 

Bled,  winter  nights!  when  as  the  genial  lire 

Cheers  the  wide  hall  his  cordial  family 

With  foft  domeftick  arts  the  hours  beguile, 

And  pleailng  talk  that  ftarts  no  tim'rous  fame,    140 

With  witlels  wantonnefs  to  hunt  it  down, 

Or  thro'  the  Fairyland  of  tale  or  fong 

Pelighted  wander,  in  ficlitious  fates 

Engag'd,  and  all  that  itrikes  humanity, 

Till  loft  in  fable  they  the  dealing  hour  145 

Of  timely  rtil  forget.  Sometimes  at  eve 

Kis  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  biefs  unbid 

-His  feital  reef,  while  o'er  the  light  repair, 

And  fprightly  cups  they  mix  in  focial  jcy, 

And  thro'  the  maze  of  conveifation  trace  I5O 

Whate'er  amufes  or  improves  the  mind. 

Sometimes  at  eve  (for  I  delight  to  tafte 

The  native  zeft  and  flavour  of  the  fruit 

Where  fenfe  grows  wild  and  takes  of  no  manure) 

The  decent,  honeft,  cheerful,  hufbandman  155 

Should  drown  his  labours  in  my  friendly  bowl, 

And  at  my  table  find  himfelf  at  home. 

Whate'er  you  fludy,  in  whate'er  you  fweat, 
Indulge  your  tafte.  Some  love  the  manly  foils, 
The  tennis  feme,  and  fome  the  graceful  dance ;    160 
Others  more  hardy  range  the  purple  heath 
Or  naked  itubble,  where  from  field  to  field 
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The  founding  covies  urge  their  lab'ring  flight, 

Eager  amid  the  rifing  cloud  to  pour 

The  guu's  unerring  thunder;  and  there  ars  165 

Whom  'till  the  meed  *  of  the  green  archer  charms. 

He  chufes  belt  whofe  labour  entertains 

His  vacant  fancy  mod  :  the  toil  vou  hate 

Fatigues  vou  foon,  and  fcarce  improves  your  limbs. 

As  beauty  ftill  has  blemifh,  and  the  mind  1 70 

The  mofl  accomplihYd  its  imperfect  fide, 
Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  foxne  one  part  i*>  weaker  than  the  reft ; 
The  legs  perhaps  or  arms  refufe  their  load, 
Or  the  cheft  labours:  thefe  afFiducufly  1 75 

But  gently  in  their  proper  arts  employ'd 
Acquire  a  vigour  and  fpringy  activity 
To  which  they  were  not  born  :  but  weaker  parts 
Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  difciplinc. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils,  and  as  ycur  nerves      1 80 
Grow  firm  to  hardier  by  joft  flepsafpire. 
The  prudent  ev'n  in  ev'ry  mod'rate  walk 
At  firit  but  faunter,  and  by  flow  degrees 
Incrcafe  their  pace.  This  doclrine  of  the  wife 
Well  knows  the  matter  of  the  flying  ileed.  1 85 

Firfl  from  the  goal  the  manag'd  courfers  play 
On  bended  rein- ;  as  yet  the  fkilful  youth 
Reprefs  their  foamy  pride  ;  but  ev'ry  breath 

*  Th:s  worS  is  mucK  1:  me  of  the  old  Engliih  poeta? 

and  figiiilicft  reward  or  prize. 
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The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempeft  fwelis 

Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  has  its  way  1 90 

And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o'er  the  plain. 

When  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 

You  fpring,  the  fibres  by  the  haily  fhock 

Are  tir'd  and  crack'd  before  their  unctuous  coats 

Comprefs'd  can  pour  the  lubricating  bairn.  195 

Befides,  collected  in  the  paflive  veins 

The  purple  mafs  a  fudden  torrent  rolls, 

O'erpow'rs  the  heart  and  deluges  the  lungs 

With  dang 'rous  inundation ;  oft'  the  fource 

Of  fatal  woes,  a  cough  that  foams  with  blood,      2CO 

Afthma  and  ftller  peripneumony  *, 

Or  the  flow  minings  of  the  heclick  fire. 

Th'  athletick  fool,  to  whom  what  Heav'n  deny'd 
Of  foul  is  well  compenfated  in  limbs, 
Oft'  from  his  rage  or  brainlefs  frolick  feels  205 

His  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 
The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity, 
And  icorn  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes. 
Purfu'd  prolixly  ev'n  the  gentieft  toil  3IO 

Is  wafte  of  Health :  repofe  by  fmall  fatigue 
Is  earn'd,  and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  firft  moiflure  of  the  brows. 
The  fine  and  fubtile  ipirits  coil;  too  much 
To  be  profus'd,  too  much  the  rofcid  balm  :  215 

*  The  inflammation  of  the  Iimi 
4 
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But  when  the  hard  varieties  of  life 

You  toil  to  learn,  or  try  the  dufty  chafe, 

Or  the  warm  deeds  of  Tome  important  day, 

Hot  from  the  field  indulge  not  vet  vour  limbs 

In  wifh'd  repofe,  nor  court  the  fanning  gale         220 

Nor  tafle  the  fjpring.  O  by  the  facred  tears 

Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  filters,  fires, 

Forbear !  no  ether  peftiience  has  driv'n 

Such  is  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 

Why  this  lo  fatal  the  fagacious  Mule  225 

rhro'  Nature's  cunning  labvrinths  could  trp.ee; 

But  there  are  fee  rets  which  who  know.*  not  now 

1  ere  he  reach  them  ciimb  trie  heapy  Alps 

cience,  and  devote  fev'n  years  to  toil. 
Befides,  I  would  not  fhm  your  patient  ear3  230 

With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 

.nows  enough  the  mariner,  who  kno'vs 
Whjre  lurk  che  (helves,  and  where  the  whirlpools  boil, 
Wh  ;*tend  the  ftorm  :  to  iubtler  minds 

He  leaves  t  From  what  myfterious  caufe       235 

Charybdis  rages  in  th'  Ionian  wave, 

.nee  thofe  impetuous  currents  ill  ain 

Which  neither  oar  nor  fail  can  fttm,  and  why 
The  rough' ning  deev  expects  the  ftorm  as  fure 
As  rede  counts  the  fhn  '-eavn.  24c 

In  ancient  times,  Rome  with  Athens  vy'd 

For  polifiVd  luxury  and  u  1  Is* 

All  hot  and  reeking  from  th'  Olympick  ftrife 

E 
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And  warm  paleflra,  in  the  tepid  bath 

Th'  athletick  youth  relax'd  their  weary  limbs;    245 

Soft  oils  bcdew'd  them,  with  the  grateful  pow'rs 

Of  nard  and  cafTia  fi aught,  to  footh  and  heal 

The  cheriuYd  nerves.  Our  lefs  voluptuous  clime 

Not  much  invites  us  to  fuch  arts  as  thefe. 

'Tis  not  for  thofe  whom  gelid  fkies  embrace  25  0 

And  chilling  fogs,  whofe  perfpiration  feels 

Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  north, 

Tis  not  for  thofe  to  cultivate  a  fein 

Too  foft,  or  teach  the  recremental  fume 

Too  fall  to  crowd  thro'  fuch  precarious  ways ;      255 

For  thro5  the  fmail  arterial  mouths  that  pierce 

In  endlefs  millions  the  clofe-woven  Ikin 

The  bafer  fluids  in  a  conflant  dream 

Efcape,  and  viewlefs  melt  into  the  winds : 

While  this  eternal  this  moil  copious  wafle  260 

Of  blood,  degenerate  into  vapid  brine, 

Maintains  its  wonted  meafure  all  the  pow'rs 

Qf  Health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 

With  eafe  and  pleafure  move;  but  this  reflrain'd 

Or  more  or  lefs,  fo  mere  or  lefs  you  feel  265 

The  functions  labour  :  from  this  fatal  fource 

What  woes  defcend  is  never  to  be  fung; 

To  take  their  numbers  were  to  count  the  fands 

That  ride  in  whirlwind  the  parch'd  Libyan  air, 

Qr  ,vaves  that  when  the  blufl  ring  north  embroils  270 

The  Baltick  thunder  on  the  German  ihore* 
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Subiedt  not  then  by  loft  emollient  arts 
This  grand  expenie  on  which  your  fates  depend 
To  ev'ry  caprice  of  the  iky,  nor  thwart 
The  genius  of  your  clime;  for  from  the  blood       2]$ 
Lcafl  fickle  rife  the  recremental  fleams, 
And  lead  obnoxious  to  the  flyptick  air, 
Which  breathe  thro'  ltrairer  and  more  callous  pores : 
The  temper'd  Scythian  hence  half-naked  treads 
His  boundlefs  fnows  nor  rues  th'  inclement  heav'n, 
And  hence  our  painted  anceftors  defy'd  28 1 

The  eaft,  nor  curi'd  like  us  their  fickle  Iky. 
The  body  moulded  by  the  clime  endures 
Th'  equator  heats  or  Hyperborean  fro  ft, 
Except  by  habits  fore'gn  to  its  turn  285 

Unwife  you  counteract  its  forming  pow'r. 
Rude  at  the  firft  the  winter  (hocks  you  lefs 
By  long-  acquaintance  :  fludy  then  your  fky, 
Form  to  its  manners  your  obfequious  frame, 
And  learn  to  fufTer  what  you  cannot  fhun.  2</C 

Againft  the  rigours  of  a  damp  cold  heav'n 
To  fortify  their  bodies  fome  frequent 
The  gelid  cittern,  and  where  nought  forbids 
I  praile  their  dauntltfs  heart :  a  frame  fo  fteel'd 
Dreads  not  the  cough,  nor  thofe  ungeniai  blafls    295 
That  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rheumatifm; 
The  nerves  fo  temper'd  never  quit  their  tone ; 
Nachronick  languors  haunt  fuch  hardy  breath: 
"But  all  things  have  their  bounds ;  and  he  who  makes 

Eij 
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By  daily  ufe  the  kindell  regimen  3CO 

ElTential  to  his  health  mould  never  mix 

With  humankind  nor  art  nor  trade  purfue : 

He  not  the  fuie  viciffitudes  oi  life 

Without  feme  (hock  endures;  ill-fitted  he 

To  want  the  known  or  bear  unufuai  things.  3C5 

Befides,  the  pow'rful  remedies  of  pain 

(Since  pain  in  fpit'e  of  all  cur  care  will  come) 

Should  never  with  your  profp'rous  days  of  Health 

Grow  too  familiar ;  for  by  frequent  ufe 

The  ftrongefl  med'eines  lofe  their  healing  pow'r,  3 10 

And  ev'n.the  furefc  poifons  theirs  to  kill. 

Let  thofe  who  from  the  frozen  Anftos  reach 
Farch'd  Mauritania  or  the  fultry  weir, 
Or  the  wide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indofian, 
Plunge  thrice  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave  3 1$ 

Untwift  their  ilubborn  pores,  that  full  and  free 
Th'  evaporation  thro'  theibften'd  ikin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  iweiimg  blood; 
So  may  they  'jcape  the  fever's  rapid  flames, 
So  feel  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  hell.  320 

With  us-trie  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
The  warm  ablution  juft  enough  to  clear 
The  iluices  of  the  ikin,  enough  to  keep 
The  body  facred  from  indecent  foil. 
Still  to  be  pure,  ev'n  did  it  not  conduce  325 

(As  much  it  does)  to  Health,  were  greatly  worth 
Your  daily  pains :  it  is  this  adorns  the  rich ; 
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The  want  of  this  is  poverty's  woril  wo ; 

With  this  external  virtue  age  maintains 

A  decent  grace ;  without  it  youth  and  charms      330 

Are  loathfome  :  this  the  venal  Graces  know, 

So  doubtlefs  do  your  wives ;  for  marry'd  fires 

As  well  as  lovers  ftill  pretend  to  tafle : 

Nor  is  it  lefs  (all  prudent  wives  can  tell) 

To  lofe  a  hufhand's  than  a  lover's  heart.  %25 

But  now  the  hours  and  feafons  when  to  toil 
From  foreign  themes  recall  my  vvand'ring  fong. 
Some  labour  failing,  or  but  (lightly  fed, 
To  lull  the  grinding  (lomach's  hungry  rage. 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frame  340 

'Tis  wifely  done ;  for  while  the  thinly  veins, 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
The  trcafur'd  oil,  then  is  the  happieft  time 
To  lhake  the  lazv  balfain  from  its  cells. 
Now  while  the  ftomach  from  the  full  repall  345 

Subfides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws, 
Ye  leaner  habits !  give  an  hour  to  toil, 
And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growth 
OpprefTes  yet  or  threatens  to  opprefs: 
But  from  the  recent  meal  no  labours  pleafe  350 

Of  limbs  or  mind  ;  for  now  the  cordial  pow'rs 
Claim  all  the  war.d'ring  fpirits  to  a  work 
Of  flrong  and  fubtle  toil  and  great  event, 
A  work  of  time;  and  you  may  rue  the  day 
You  hurry'd  with  untimely  exercife  355 

Eiij 
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A  half- con  cocled  chyle  into  the  blood. 

The  body  overcharged  with  unctuous  phlegm 

Much  toil  demands,  the  lean  elaitick  lefs. 

While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  veins 

No  labours  are  too  hard  :  by  thofe  you  Tcape        360 

The  flow  diftafes  of  the  torpid  year, 

Endlefs  to  name,  to  one  of  which  alone, 

To  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  Haves 

Is  pleafure.  Oh  from  fuch  inhuman  pains 

May  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel \  365 

But  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  fun 

Pours  down  his  fultry  wrath,  now  while  the  blood 

Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins, 

And  all  the  finer  fluids  thro'  the  fkin 

Explore  their  flight,  me  near  the  cool  cafcade       370 

Reclin'd,  or  faunt'ring  in  the  lofty  grove, 

No  neeulefs  flight  occafion  fhould  engage 

To  pant  and  fweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon  : 

Now  the  frefh  morn  alone  and  mellow  eve 

To  fhady  walks  and  active  rural  fports  3 75 

Invite;  but  while  the  chilling  dews  defcend 

May  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 

Of  humid  fkies,  tho'  it  is  no  vulgar  joy 

To  trace  the  horrours  of  the  folemn  wood 

While  the  foft  ev'ning  faddens  into  night,  380 

Tho'  the  fweet  poet  of  the  vernal  groves 

Melts  all  the  night  in  fcrainsof  am'rous  wo. 

The  fhades  defcend,  and  Midnight  o'er  the  world 
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Expands  her  fable  wings;  great  Nature  droops 

Thro*  all  her  works :  now  happy  he  whole  toil    3 85 

Has  o'er  his  languid  pow'rlefc  limbs  diffus'd 

A  pleating  laflitude ;  he  not  in  vain 

Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  Dreams : 

His  pow'rs  the  mofl  voiuptuoufly  difTolve 

In  foft  repofe;  on  him  the  balmy  clews  390 

Of  fleep  with  double  nutriment  defcend. 

But  would  you  fweetly  wafle  the  blank  of  night 

In  deep  oblivion,  or  on  Fancy's  wings 

Vifit  the  paradife  of  happy  Dreams, 

And  waken  cheerful  as  the  lively  Morn  ?  395 

Opprefs  not  nature  finking  down  to  reft 

With  feafts  too  late,  too  folid,  or  too  full, 

But  be  the  firfl  concoction  haif-matur'd 

Ere  you  to  mighty  indolence  refign 

Your  paffive  faculties.  He  from  the  toils  4CQ 

And  troubles  of  the  day  to  heavier  toil 

Retires  whom  trembling  from  the  tow'r  that  rocks 

Amid  the  clouds  or  Calpe's  hideous  height 

The  bufv  demons  hurl,  or  in  the  main 

O'ervvhelm,  or  bury  ftruggling  under  ground.      4C5 

Not  all  a  monarch's  luxurv  the  woes 

Can  counterpoise  of  that  molt  wretched  man 

Whofe  nights  are  fhaken  with  thefrantick  fits 

Of  wild  Oreftes,  whofe  delirious  brain,  4^9 

Stung  by  the  Furies,  works  with  poifon'd  thought, 

"While  pale  and  monftrcus  painting  ihocks  the  foul, 
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And  mangled  Confcioufnefs  bemoans  itfelf 

For  ever  torn,  and  chaos  floating  round. 

What  dreams  prefage,  what  danger  thefe  or  thofe    * 

Portend  to  fanity,  tho'  prudent  feers  415 

Reveal'd  of  old  and  men  of  deathlefs  fame, 

We  would  not  to  the  fuperftitious  mind 

Suggefl  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear : 

'Tis  ours  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 

To  banifh  omens  and  all  refllefs  woes.  42Q 

In  fludy  fome  protract  the  filent  hours, 
Which  others  confecrate  to  mirth  and  wine, 
And  fleep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  right. 
But  furely  this  redeems  not  from  the  fhades 
One  hour  of  life.  Nor  does  it  nought  avail  435 

What  feafon  you  to  drowfy  Morpheus  give 
Of  th'  ever-varying  circle  of  the  day, 
Or  whether  thro'  the  tedious  winter  gloom 
You  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps. 
The  body  frefh  and  vig'rous  from  repcfe  43© 

Defies  the  early  fogs,  but  by  the  toils 
Of  wakeful  day  exhaufled  and  unflrung 
Weaklv  refills  the  night's  unwholefome  breath. 
The  grand  difcharge,  th'  effufion  of  the  {kin, 
Slowly  impair'd,  the  languid  maladies  435 

Creep  on,  and  thro*  the  fick'ning  functions  ileal  5 
A3  when  the  chilling  eaft  invades  the  fpring 
The  delicate  NarcifTus  pines  away 
In  hectick  languor,  and  a  flow  difeafc 
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Taints  all  the  family  of  fiow'rs,  condemn'd         440 

ruel  heav'ns   But  why,  already  prone 
To  fade,  ihould  Beauty  chcrifn  its  own  bane? 
O  lliame  !  O  pity  !  nipt  with  pale  quadrille 
And  midnight  cares  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies. 

By  toil  fubdu'd  the  warr  lour  and  the  hind        445 
Sleep  fnft  and  deep ;   their  active  funcfciqns  foon 
With  ^en'rous  dreams  the  fubtile  tubes  fupply, 
And  foon  the  tonick  irritable  nerves 

in  impulle  and  awake  the  foul. 
The  fons  of  Indolence  with  long  repofe  45© 

Grow  torpid,  and  with  flcweft  Lethe  drunk 
Feebly  and  ling'ringly  return  to  life, 
:        r  ev'ry  feme  and  pow'flcfe  ev'ry  limb. 
Yc  prone  to  fkep !  (whom  deeping  moil  annoys) 
On  the  hard  mattrefs  or  elafhck  couch  455 

Extend  your  limbs,  and  wean  yourftlves  from  floth, 
Nor  grudge  the  lean  projector  of  dry  brain 
And  fpringy  nerves  the  blandifhments  of  down, 
Nor  envy  while  the  bury'd  Bacchanal 
Exhales  his  forfeit  in  prolixer  dreams.  460 

He  without  riot  in  the  balmy  feafl 
Of  life  the  wants  of  nature  has  fuppiy'd 
Who  rifes  cool,  ferene,  and  full  of  foul. 
But  pliant  Nature  more  or  lefs  demands 
As  cuitom  forms  her,  and  all  fudden  change         465 
She  hates  of  habit  ev'n  from  bad  to  good. 
If  faults  in  life  or  new  emergencies 
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From  habit*  urge  you  by  long  time  conflrm'd, 
Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  flage  by  flage, 
Slow  as  the  fhadow  o'er  the  dial  moves,  470 

Slow  as  the  ftealing  progrefs  of  the  year. 

Obferve  the  circling  year,  how  unperceiv'd 
Her  feafons  change !  behold  by  flow  degrees 
Stern  winter  tam'd  into  a  ruder  fpring, 
The  ripen'd  fprir-^  a  milder  fummer  glows,         475 
Departing  fummer  fheds  Pomona's  itore, 
And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  winter  llorm. 
Slaw  as  they  tome  thefe  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  ihocks :  the  cold  and  torrid  reigns, 
The  two  fcreat  periods  of  th'  important  year,       480 
Are  in  their  firil:  approaches  feidem  fafe  : 
Funereal  Autumn  ail  the  fickly  dread, 
And  the  black  Fates  deform  the  lovely  fpring. 
He  well  advis'd  who  taught  our  wifer  fires 
Early  to  borrow  Mufcovy's  warm  fpoils  485 

Ere  the  firlr.  froft  has  touch'd  the  tender  blade, 
And  late  refign  them,  tho'  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  fitter's  rays; 
For  while  th'  effluence  of  the  ikin  maintains 
Its  native  meafure  the  pleuritick  Spring  490 

Glides  harmlefs  by,  and  Autumn,  fick  to  death 
With  fallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  in  prophetick  numbers  could  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year,  what  feafons  teem 
With  what  difeafes,  what  the  humid  fouth  4  95 
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Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  eafl; 
But  you  perhaps  refufe  the  tedious  long. 
Beddes,  whatever  plagues  in  heat  or  cold, 
Or  drought  or  moifture,  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you, 
Skill'd  to  correct  the  vices  of  the  iky,  5CO 

And  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
To  bend  your  life.  But  mould  the  publick  bane 
Infect  you,  or  fome  trefpafs  of  your  own, 
Or  flaw  of  nature  hint  mortality, 
Scon  as  a  not  uapleafing  horrour  glides  5  05 

Along  the  fpine  thro'  all  your  torpid  limbs, 
When  firft  the  head  throbs,  or  the  fiomach  feels 
A  fickly  load,  a  weary  pain  the  loins, 
Be  Celfus  call'd  :  the  Fates  come  rufhing  on ; 
The  rapid  Fates  admit  of  no  delay.  5 10 

While  wilful  you,  and  fatally  fecure, 
Expect  to-morrow's  more  aufpicious  fun, 
The  growing  peft,  whofe  infancy  was  weak 
And  eafy  vanquiftYd,  with  triumphant  fway 
O'erpow'rs  your  life.  For  want  of  timely  care      515 
Millions  have  dy'd  of  medicable  wounds. 
Ah !  in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engag'd ! 
What  flight  neglects,  what  trivial  faults,  deflroy 
The  hardieft  frame  !  Of  indolence,  of  toil, 
We  die ;  of  want,  of  fuperfluity.  5  2c 

The  allfurrouhding  heav'n,  the  vital  air, 
h  big  with  death  :  and  tho'  the  putrid  fouth 
Be  (hut,  tho'  no  convulfive  agony 
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Shake  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world 

Th'  imprifon'd  plagues,  a  fecret  venom  oft*         51$ 

Corrupts  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 

What  livid  deaths  has  fad  Byzantium  i'een! 

How  oft'  has  Cairo  with  a  mother's  wo 

Wept  o'er  her  ilaughter'd  fons  and  lonely  flreets! 

Ev'n  Albion,  girt  with  lefs  malignant  fkies,         530 

Albion  the  poii'on  of  the  gods  has  drank, 

And  felt  the  fting  of  monfters  all  her  own. 

Ere  yet  the  fell  Plantageneuhad  fpent 
Their  ancient  rage  at  Bofworth's  purple  field, 
While  for  which  tyrant  England  fhould  receive  $7>5 
Her  legions  in  inceftuous  murders  mix'd 
And  daily  horrours,  till  the  Fates  were  drunk 
With  kindred-blood  by  kindred- hands  profus'd, 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantick  arm 
Arofe,  a  monfter  never  known  before,  5 40 

Rear'd  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  head : 
This  rapid  Fury  not  like  other  pefls 
Purfu'd  a  gradual  courf'e,  but  in  a  day 
Rufh'd  as  a  florm  o'er  half  th'  afloniiVd  ifle, 
And  flrew'd  with  fudden  carcafTes  the  land.  545 

Firil  thro'  tht  fhoulders,  or  whatever  part 
Was  ieiz'd  the  firft,  a  fervid  vapour  fprung; 
With  rafh  combuflion  thence  the  quiv'ring  fpark 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within, 
And  foon  the  furface  caught  the  fpreaclinp;  Hres  :  550 
Thro'  all  the  yielding  pores  the  melted  blood 
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GuftYd  out  in  fmoky  fweats;  but  nought  afTuag'd 
The  torrid  heat  within,  nor  aught  reliev'd 
The  ftomach's  angmft .  inceflant  toil, 

Defp'rate  or  eafe,  impatient  of  their  pain,  555 

They  tofs'd  from  fide  to  fide.  In  vain  the  ftream 
Ran  full  ar.d  clear ;  they  burnt  and  thirited  iliil. 

With  rapid  blood 
Beat  ftrong  and  frequent :  thick  and  pantingly 
The  breath  wasfetch'd  and  wlthhu^eiab'ringsheav'd. 
At  laft  a  heavy  pain  op:  jhead;  561 

A  vviid  delirium  came  :  their  weeping  friends 
Were  ilrangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. 
Haraf-'d  with  toil  on  toil  the  unking  pow'rs 
Lay  proftrate  and  overthrown:  apond'rousileep  565 
Wrapt  all  the  fenfc-  up.  They  ilept  and  dy;d. 

Ill  fome  a  gentle  hcrrour  crept  at  firffc 
O'er  all  the  limbs :  the  fl  uices  of  the  fkin 
Withheld  their  moiiture,  till  by  art  provok'd 
The  fweats  o'erflow  'd,  but  in  a  clammy  tide,       5  70 
Now  free  and  copious,  now  reftrain'd  and  flow, 
Of  tinctures  various,  as  the  temperature 
Had  mix' J  the  blood,  and  rank  with  fetid  fleams, 
As  if  the  pent-up  humours  by  delay 
Were  grown  more  fell,  more  putrid,  and  malign.  5  75 
Here  lay  their  hopes,  Ctho'  little  hope  remaia'd) 
With  fi  don  of  perpetual  fweats 

To  drive  the  venom  out :  and  here  the  Fates 
Were  kind,  that  long  they  iinger'd  not  m  pain; 
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For  who  furviv'd  the  fun's  diurnal  race  $  80 

Role  from  the  dreary  gates  of  hell  redeem'd, 
Some  the  fixth  hour  opprefs'd,  and  fome  the  third. 

Of  many  thoufands  few  untainted  'fcap'd, 
Of  thofe  infected  fewer  Ycap'd  alive ; 
Of  thofe  who  liv'd  fome  felt  a  fecond  blow,  5  85 

And  whom  the  fecond  fpar'd  a  third  deflroy'd. 
Frantick  with  fear  they  fought  by  flight  to  fhun 
The  fierce  contagion-  O'er  the  mournful  land 
Th'  infe&ed  City  pour'd  her  hurrying  fwarms  : 
Rous' d  by  the  flames  that  fir'd  her  feats  around   j  9® 
Th'  uneoled  Country  ruftVd  into  the  Town. 
Some  fad  at  home,  and  in  the  defert  fome, 
Abjur'd  the  fatal  commerce  of  mankind. 
In  vain  ;  where'er  they  fled  the  Fates  purfu'd. 
Others  with  hopes  more  fpecious  crofs'd  the  main, 
To  feek  protection  in  far  diftant  flues;  506 

But  none  they  found.  It  feem'd  the  gen'ral  air 
From  poje  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  eaft, 
Was  then  at  enmity  with  Englifh  blood; 
For  but  the  race  of  England  all  were  fafe  6co 

In  foreign  climes;  nor  did  this  Fury  taile 
The  foreign  blood  which  England  then  contained. 
Where  fhould  they  fly  ?  the  circumambient  heav'n 
Invo{v'd  them  (till,  and  evry  breeze  was  bane  : 
Where  find  relief?  the  falutary  art  605 

Was  mute,  and  ftartled  at  the  new  difeafe 
In  fearful  whifpers  hopclefs  omens  gave.. 
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To  Hea  v'n  with  fappliant  rites  they  fent  their  pray 'rs; 
Heav'n  heard  them  not.  Of  ev'ry  hope  depriv'd, 
Fatigud  with  vain  refources,  and  fubdu'd  610 

With  woes  refiillefs  and  enfeebling  fear, 
Pafiive  they  funk  beneath  the  weighty  blow. 
Nothing  but  lamentable  founds  was  heard, 
Nor  aught  was  feen  but  ghaitlv  views  cf  death. 
Infectious  horrour  ran  from  face  to  face  615 

And  pale  delpair.  ' Twas  all  the  bus'nefs  then 
To  tend  the  (ick  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 
In  heaps  they  fell;  and  oft'  one  bed  they  fav 
The  fick'ning,  dying,  and  the  dead,  contain'd. 

Ye  guardian  Gods!  on  whom  the  fates  depend   620 
Of  tott  ring  Aibion,  ye  eternal  Fires 
That  lead  thro' heav'n  the  wand'nng  year!  ye  Pow'rs 
That  o'er  th'  encircling  elements  prefide  ! 
May  nothing  worfe  than  what  this  acre  has  feen 
Arrive  !  Enough  abroad,  enough  at  home,  625 

Has  Albion  bled.  Here  a  diftemper'd  heav'n 
Has  thinn'd  her  cities  from  thole  lofty  cliffs 
That  awe  proud  Gaul  to  Thule's  winery  reign, 
While  in  the  Weft  beyond  th:  itlantick  foam 
Her  bravell;  fons,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  cly'd    630 
The  death  of  cowards  &nd  of  common  men, 
Sunk  void  of  wounds,  and  fall'n  without  renown. 

But  from  thefe  views  the  weeping  Mufes  turn, 
And  other  themes  invite  my  wand'nng  fong.      634 
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ART  OP  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

BOOK  IV.  THE  PASSIONS. 

J.  he. choice  of  Aliment,  the  choice  cf  Air, 
The  ufe  of  Toil  and  ail  external  things, 
Already  fung,  it  now  remains  to  trace 
What  good  v/hat  evil  from  onrfelves  proceeds, 
And  how  the  fubtile  principle  within  5 

Ini'pires  with  Health,  or  mines  with  itrange  decay 
The  pailive  body.  Ye  poetick  Shades, 
Who  know  the  fecrets  of  the  world  unfeen, 
AfTift  my  long !  for  in  a  doubtful  theme 
Engag'd  I  wander  thro'  myfterious  ways.  I© 

There  is  they  fay  (and  I  believe  there  is) 
A  fpark  within  us  of  th'  immortal  fire 
That  animates  and  moulds  the  groffer  frame, 
And  when  the  body  finks  efcapes  to  heav'n, 
Its  native  feat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods  :  1 5 

Mean-while  this  heav'nly  particle  pervades 
The  mortal  elements,  in  cv'ry  nerve 
It  thrills  with  nleaiure  or  grows  mad  with  pain, 
And  in  its  fecret  conclave,  as  it  feels 
The  body's  woes  and  joy3,  this  ruling  pow'r  20 

Wields  at  its  will  the  dull  material  world, 
And  is  the  body's  Health  or  malady. 
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By  its  own  toil  the  grofs  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues,  extenuates,  or  deflroys,  itielf. 
Nor  lefs  the  labours  of  the  mind  corrode  25 

The  folid  fabrick ;  for  by  fubtile  parts 
And  viewlefs  atoms  fecret  Nature  moves 
The  mi^htv  wheels  of  thib  ftupendous  world : 
By  fubtile  fluids  pour'dthro'  fubtile  tubes 
The  natural  vital  functions  arc  perform'd :  30 

By  thefe  the  ftubborn  aliments  are  tam'd, 
The  toil  art  diftributes  life  and  itrength  ; 

Thefe  the  Itill-crumbiing  frame  rebuild,  and  thefe 
Are  loft  in  thinking,  and  diffclve  in  air. 

But 't  is  not  thought,  (foritillthc  foul's  employ'd) 
'Tis  painful  thinking,  that  corrode^  our  clay.  36 

All  day  the  vacant  eye  without  fatigue 
Strays  o'er  the  heavYi  and  earth,  but  long  intent 
On  microfcopick  art^  its  vigour  fails. 
Jult  {0  the  mind,  with  various  thought  amus'd,      40 

akes  itfelf  nor  gives  the  body  pain  ; 
But  anxiou  i  Hudy,  difcontrnt,  and  care, 
Love  without  hope,  and  hate  without  revenge, 
And  fear  and  jeaiouiy,  fatigue  the  foul, 
Engrofs  the  fubtile  minilters  of  life,  45 

And  fpoil  the  iab'ring  functions  of  their  (hare : 
Hence  the  lean  gloom  that  Melancholy  w&ar», 
The  lover's  palenefs,  and  the  fallow  hue 
Of  £nvy,  Jealoufy,  the  meagre  flare 

F  iij 
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Of  fore  Revenge  :  the  canker'd  body  hence  50 

Betrays  each  fretful  motion  of  the  mind. 

The  fltong-buiit  pedant,  who  both  night  and  day 
Feeds  on  the  coarfeft  fare  the  fchools  be  flow, 
And  crudely  fattens  at  grofs  Burman's  flail, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  phlegm  lies  in  a  dropfy  drown'd, 
Or  finks  in  lethargy  before  his  time.  36 

With  ufeful  fludies  you  and  arts  that  pleafe 
Employ  your  mind  ;  amufe  but  not  fatigue. 
Peace  to  each  drowfy  metaphyfick  fage, 
And  ever  may  all  heavy  fyflems  reft !  60 

Yet  fome  there  are  ev'n  of  elaftick  parts 
Whom  flrong  and  obflinate  ambition  leads 
Thro*  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore, 
And  gives  to  relifh.  what  their  gen'rous  tafle 
Would  elie  refufe ;  but  may  nor  thirfl  of  fame        6$ 
Nor  love  of  knowledge  urge  you  to  fatigue 
With  conilant  drudgery  the  lib'ral  foul. 
Toy  with  your  books;  and  as  the  various  fits 
Of  humour  feize  you  from  philofophy 
To  fable  fhift,  from  ferious  \ntonine  70 

To  Rabelais'  ravings,  and  from  profe  to  fong. 

While  reading  pkafes  but  no  longer  read, 
And  read  aloud,  rcfounding  Homer's  flrain, 
And  wield  the  thunder  of  Demoflhenes. 
The  chefl  fo  exercis'd  improves  its  flrength,  75 

And  quick  vibrations  thro'  the  bowels  drive 
The  refllefs  blood,  which  in  unaclive  days 
Would  loiter  elie  thro'  unelaflick  tubes. 
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Deem  it  not  trifling  while  I  recommend 

What  poilure  fuits :  to  ftand  and  lit  by  turns,  80 

As  Nature  prompts  is  bell ;  but  o'er  your  leaves 

To  lean  for  ever  cramps  the  vital  parts, 

And  robs  the  fine  machinery  of  its  play. 

'  Tis  the  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 
The  reftlefs  mind;  for  ever  on  purfuit  %c 

Of  knowledge  bent  it  ftarves  die  groner  pow'rs: 
Quite  unemploy'd,  againft  its  own  repofe 
It  turns  its  fatal  edge,  and  fharper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life ; 
Chiefly  where  Solitude,  fad  nurfe  of  Care,  90 

To  fickly  mufing  gives  the  penfive  mind  : 
There  madnefs  enters;  and  the  dirn-ey'd  fiend, 
Sour  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternal  wound  :  the  fun  grows  pale, 
A  mournful  vifionary  light  o'erfpreads  95 

The  cheerful  face  of  Nature,  earth  becomes 
A  dreary  defert,  and  Heav'n  frowns  above : 
Then  various  fhapes  of  curs' d  illuflon  rife  : 
Whate'er  the  wretched  fears  creating  Fear 
Forms  out  of  nothing,  and  with  rnonflers  teems  jco 
Unknown  in  hell.  The  proftrate  foul  beneath 
A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves, 
And  all  the  horrours  that  the  murd'rer  feels 
With  anxious  flute'rings  wake  the  guiltlefs  breaft. 

Such  phantoms  Pride  in  folitary  fcenes  105 

Or  Fear  on  delicate  Selflove  creates, 
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From  other  cares  ahfolv'd  the  bufy  mind 

Finds  in  yourfelf  a  theme  to  pore  upon ; 

It  finds  you  miferable  or  makes  you  fo  : 

For  while  yourfelf  you  anxioufly  explore  1 10 

Timorous  Selflove,  with  fick'ning  Fancy's  aid, 

Prefents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  moil, 

And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part : 

Hence  fome  for  love,  and  fome  for  jealoufy, 

For  grim  religion  fome,  and  fome  for  pride,         115 

Have  loft  their  reafon  ;  fome  for  fear  of  want 

Want  all  their  lives;  and  others  ev'ry  day 

For  fear  of  dying  fufTer  worfe  than  death. 

Ah !  from  your  bofoms  banifh  if  you  can 

Thofe  fatal  guefts,  and  firft  the  demon  Fear,        120 

That  trembles  at  impoflible  events, 

Left  aged  Atlas  mould  refign  his  load, 

And  heavVs  eternal  battlements  rufh  down. 

Is  there  an  evil  worfe  than  fear  itfelf  ? 

And  what  avails  it  that  indulgent  Heav'n  l%$ 

From  mortal  eves  has  wraot  the  woes  to  come 

If  we  ingenious  to  torment  ourfelves 

Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  ? 

Flnjoy  the  prefent,  nor  with  needlefs  cares 

Of  what  may  fpring  from  blind  Misfortune's  womb 

Appal  the  fureft  hour  that  life  beftows.  1 3 1 

Serene,  and  mafter  of  yourfelf,  prepare 

For  what  may  come,  and  leave  the  reft  to  Heav'a* 
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Oft'  from  the  body,  by  longai^  nuilun'J, 
I'll  Is  fpruag  the  moit  important  Health,    135 

That  of  the  mind,  dtilroy ;  and  v/hen  the  mind 
They  firft  invade  the  cen'feious  body  foon 
In  iymnaehetick  languiihment  declines. 

fe  ehronick  Famous,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rife,  and  yet  without  die  body's  fault  140 

Infefl  .the  foul,  admit  one  only  cure, 
Diveifion,  hurry,  and  a  refllcfs  life. 
Vain  are  the  confolations  of  the  wife; 
In  vain  your  friends  would  reafon  down  ""our  pain, 
O  ye  whofe  fouls  reLntlcfs  love  has  tam'd  14J 

To  foft  diitrefs  or  friends  untimely  fall'nl 
Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought, 
Nor  deem  it  impious  to  forget  thefe  pains 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 
Go,  foft  Enthufiaft !  quit  the  cyprefs  groves,  150 

Nor  to  the  rivulet's  lonely  moaning*  tune 
Your  fad  complaint :  go  feek  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  bufllmg  crowd; 
Lay  fchemes  for  wealth,  or  pow'r,  or  fame.. the  wiih 
Of  nobler  minds,  and  pum  them  night  and  day,  135 
Or  join  the  caravan  in  queft  of  fcenes 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  fhifting  ev'ry  hour, 
Beyond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Apennines, 
Or,  more  advent'rous,  rum  into  the  field 
Where  war  grows  hot,  and  raging  thro'  the  fky  160 
The  lofty  trumpet  fweils  the  madd'ning  foul, 
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And  In  the  hardy  camp  and  toilfome  march 
Forget  all  fofter  and  lefs  manly  cares. 

But  mod,  too  paffive,  when  the  blood  runs  low, 
Too  weakly  indolent  to  ftrive  with  pain,  16$ 

And  bravely  by  refilling  conquer  Fate, 
Try  Circe's  art?,  and  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  poifon'd  neclar  fweet  oblivion  fwill. 
Struck  by  the  pow'rful  charm  the  gloom  difTolves 
In  empty  air,  Elyfium  opens  round,  1 70 

A  pleafing  frenzy  buoys  the  lighten'd  foul, 
And  fanguine  hopes  difpel  your  fleeting  care, 
And  what  was  difficult  and  what  was  dire 
Yields  to  your  prowefs  and  fuperiour  flars : 
The  happieft  you  of  all  that  e'er  were  mad,  1 75 

Or  are  or  fhall  be,  could  this  folly  laft. 
But  foon  your  heav'n  is  gone ;  a  heavier  gloom 
6huts  o'er  your  head,  and  as  the  thund'ring  ftream 
Swoln  o'er  its  banks  with  fudden  mountain  rain 
Sinks  from  its  tumult  to  a  filent  brook,  180 

So  when  the  frantick  raptures  in  your  breaft 
Subfide  you  languifli  into  mortal  man ; 
You  fleep,  and  waking  find  yourfelf  undone : 
For  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rafh  night  1 84 

You  lavifb'd  more  than  might  fupport  three  days. 
A  heavy  morning  comes ;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  rage.  An  anxious  ftomach  well 
May  be  endur'd,  fo  may  the  throbbing  head ; 
But  fuch  a  dim  delirium,  fuch  a  dream, 
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Involves  you,  fuch  a  daflardly  defpair  1 90 

Unmans  your  foul,  as  madd'ning  Pentheus  felt 

When  baited  round  Cithaeron's  cruel  fides 

He  faw  two  funs  and  double  Thebes  afcend. 

You  curfe  the  fiugglfli  Port,  you  curfe  the  wretch, 

The  felon,  with  unnat'rai  mixture  nrfl  105 

Who  dar'd  to  violate  the  virgin  wine, 

Cr  on  the  fugitive  Champaign  you  pour 

A  thoufand  curfes,  for  to  heav'n  it  rapt 

Your  foul  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  defpair  : 

Perhaps  you  rue  ev'n  that  divinefl  gift,  10% 

The  gay,  ferene,  good  natur'd,  Burgundy, 

Or  the  frefii  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine, 

And  wifii  that  Heav'n  from  mortals  had  withheld 

The  grape  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Befides,  it  wounds  you  fore  to  recoiled):  2Q$ 

What  follies  in  your  loofe  unguarded  hour 
Efcap'd.  For  one  irrevocable  word, 
Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lofe  a  friend; 
Or  in  the  rage  of  wine  your  hafiy  hand 
Performs  a  deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave :  210 

Add  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts,  decay; 
Your  friends  avoid  you ;  brutifhly  transformed 
They  hardly  know  you;  or  if  one  remains 
1lo  wilh  you  well,  he  wimes  you  in  heav'n. 
Defpis'd,  unwept,  you  fall,  who  might  have  left  215 
A  facred,  cherifh'd,  fadly-pleafing,  name, 
A  name  (till  to  be  utter'd  with  a  figh, 
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Your  lad  ungraceful  fcene  has  quite  efFac'd 
All  fenfe  and  mem'ry  of  your  former  worth. 

How  to  live  happieft,  how  avoid  the  pains,      220 
The  difappointments,  and  difgufts,  of  thofe 
Who  would  in  pleafure  all  their  hours  employ, 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
1  could  recite.  Tho*  old  he  (till  retained 
His  manly  fenfe  and  energy  of  mind.  22J 

Virtuous  and  wife  he  was,  but  not  fevere : 
He  flill  rememher'd  that  he  once  was  young ; 
His  eafy  prefence  check' d  no  decent  joy. 
Him  ev'n  the  diflbhite  admir'd,  for  he 
A  graceful  loofenefs  when  he  pleas'd  put  en,        230 
And  laughing  could  inftrudr..  Much  had  he  read, 
Much  more  had  feen  :  he  fiudy'd  from  the  life, 
And  ill  th'  original  perus'd  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life 
He  pity'd  man.  and  much  he  pity'd  thofe  235 

Whom  falfelv-fmiline  Fate  has  airs' d  with  means 
To  diflipate  their  days  in  queft  of  joy. 
"  Our  aim  is  happinefs;  't  is  your\s,  't  is  mine," 
He  faid ;  "  it  is  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live  ; 
"  Yet  few  attain  it,  if  -t  was  e'er  attain'd  :  240 

"  gut  they  the  widefl  wander  from  the  mark 
"  Who  thro'  the  flow'ry  paths  of  faunt'ring  joy 
"  Seek  this  coy  goddefs,  that  from  ftage  to  ftage 
<c  invites  us  flill,  but  fhifts  as  we  purfue  : 
u  For  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleafure  brings 245 
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4  To  counterpoife  iticif,  relehtleis  Fate 
4  Forbids  that  we  thro'  gay  voluptuous  wilds 
1  Should  ever  roam  ;  and  were  the  Fates  more  kind 
4  Our  narrow  luxuries  would  loon  grow  itale  :     2jo 
1  Were  thefe  exhauftlef-.  Nature  would  grow  lick, 
id  cloy'd  with  pleal'ure  fqueamifiily  complain 
1  That  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a  dream'. 
4  Let  Nature  reft  :  be  bufy  for  youif. 
v  And  for  your  friend;  be  bufy  ev'n  in  vain 
'  Rather  than  teafe  her  fited  appetites. 
c  Who  never  fails  no  banquet  e'er  enjoys; 
c  Who  never  toils  or  watches  never  fleeps. 
1  Let  Nature  reft ;  and  when  the  tafte  of  toy 
*  Grows  keen  indulge,  but  ihun  faticty. 
44 '  Lis  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  Lie 
1  But  him  the  lead  the  dull  or  painful  hours 
-  Of  life  opprefs,  whom  fober  Senie  conducts 
;  And  Virtue  thro'  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 
4  Virtue  and  Senfe  I  mean  not  to  disjoin; 
'  Virtue  and  Senfe  are  one  :  and  truft  me  ftill      2C5 
1  A  faithlefs  heart  betrays  the  head  unfound. 

for  mere  Goodnature  is  a  fool) 
;  Is  fenf  j  irit  with  humanity: 

4  'Tisfoipetimc  5 ,  and  its  frown  confounds ; 

'  'Tis  ev'n  vindictive,  but  in  vengeance juft.        270 
'  Knavesfain. would  tne  great.oncsd 

;  But  at  his  heart  theme!!  u  ed  ion 

'  Of  Fc;  reads  i:  wful  charms* 


74  A  R  T  0  F  P R  E  S  E  R VI N  G  II E A  L T II .     Bool  IF\ 

*'  To  nobleft  ufes  this  determines  wealth; 

* c  This  is  the  folic!  pomp  of  profp'rous  days,         1*]$ 

"  The  peace  and  fhelter  of  adverfity  : 

"  And  if  you  pant  for  glory  build  your  fame 

"  On  this  foundation,  which  the  fecret  (hock 

"  Defies  of  Envy  and  allfapping  Time. 

"  The  gaudy  gtofs  of  Fortune  only  flrikes  2C0 

"  The  vulgar  eye :  the  fufTrage  of  the  wife, 

"  The  praife  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attained 

"  By  Senfe  alone  and  dignity  of  mind. 

"  Virtue,  the  ftrength  and  beauty  of  the  foul, 
<l  Is  the  beil  gift  of  Heav'n,  a  happinefs  285 

"  That  eVn  above  the  fmiles  and  frowns  of  Fate 
"  Exalts  great  Nature's  fav'rites,  a  wealth 
"  That  ne'er  incumbers  nor  can  be  transferr'd. 
"  Riches  are  oft'  by  guilt  and  bafenefs  earn'd, 
*c  Or  dealt  by  Chance  to  fhield  a  lucky  knave,      290 
ci  Or  throw  a  cruel  funfhine  on  a  fool : 
*.'  But  for  one  end,  one  much-neglected  ufe, 
"  Are  riches  worth  your  care :  (for  Nature's  wants 
w  Are  few,  and  without  opulence  fupply'd) 
"  This  noble  end  is  to  produce  the  foul,  295 

"  To  Ihew  the  virtues  in  their  fairefl  light, 
"  To  make  Humanity  the  minifter 
"  Of  bounteous  Providence,  and  teach  the  bread 
"  That  gen'rous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy." 

Thus  in  his  graver  vein  the  friendly  fage  300 

Sometimes  declaim'd.  Of  right  and  wrong  he  taught 
Truths  asrehVd  as  ever  Athens  heard, 
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And  (ftrange  to  tell!)  hepract-is'dwhat  he  preach'd. 
Skill'd  in  the  Pafiions,  how  to  check  their  fway 
He  knew,  as  far  as  Pveafon  can  control  3C5 

The  lawlefa  pow'rs.  But  other  cares  are  mine  : 
Form'd  in  the.fchool  of  Paeon  f  relate 
What  Pafiions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve ; 
Avoid  them  or  invite  them  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  ferene        3 10 
Supports  the  mind  fnpports  the  body  too  : 
Hence  the  mod  vital  movement  mortals  feel 
Is  hope,  the  balm  and  lifeblood  of  the  foul : 
It  pleafes  and  it  lafts.  Indulgent  Heav'n 
Sent  down  the  kind  delufion  thro'  the  paths  3 15 

Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patrent  on, 
And  make  our  happieft  {late  no  tedious  thing. 
Our  great  eft  good  and  what  we  lead  can  fpare 
Is  hope ;  the  laft  of  all  our  evils  fear. 

Lut  there  are  Pafiions  grateful  to  the  breaft      320 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life ;  perhaps  they  pleafe 
Or  to  excefs,  and  difiipate  the  foul, 
Or  while  they  pleafe  torment.  The  ftubborn  clown, 
The  iil-tam'd  ruffian  and  pale  ufurer 
(If  Love's  omnipotence  fuch  hearts  can  mould) 
May  iafely  mellow  into  love,  and  grow  326 

Refin'd,  humane,  and  gen'rous,  if  they  can. 
Love  in  fuch  bofoms  never  to  a  fault 
i  Yt  pains  or  pleafes :  but  ye  finer  Souls ! 

I'd  to  foft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
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With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pains, 

That  beauty  gives,  with  caution  andrefcrve 

Indulge  the  fweet  deftroyer  of  repofe, 

Nor  court:  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares; 

For  while  the  cheriftVd  poifon  in  your  breaft        $2*5 

Ferments  and  maddens,  lick  with  jealoufy, 

Abfence,  diftauft,  or  ev'n  with  anxious  joy, 

The  whoiefome  appetites  and  pow'rs  of  life 

Diifolve  in  languor  :  the  coy  ftomach  loathes 

The  genial  board ;  your  cheerful  days  are  gone  ;  340 

The  gen'rous  bloom  that  flu(h*d  your  cheeks  is  fied  : 

To  iighs  devoted  and  to  tender  pains 

Penfive  yon  fit,  orfolitary  ft  ray, 

And  wafte  your  youth  in  mufmg  :  muling  firft 

Toy'd  into  care  your  unfufpedting  heart ;  345 

It  found  a  liking  there,  a  fportful  fire, 

And  that  fomented  into  ferious  love, 

hich  mufmg  daily  ftrengt hens  and  improves 
Thro'  all  the  heights  of  fondnefs  and  romance ; 
And  you  're  undone,  the  fatal  fhaft  has  fped,        350 
If  once  yras  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no  : 
The  body  wafte 5  away,  th'  infected  mind, 
DiiTolvM  in  female  tendernefs,  forgets 
Each  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 
Sweet  Heav'n  !  from  fnch  intoxicating  charms     355 
Defend  all  worthy  breafts!  not  that  I  deem 
Love  always  dang'rous,  always  to  be  fhunn'd; 
JLove  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  funk 
In  wanton  and  unmanly  tendernefs, 
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Adds  bloom  to  Health,  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  flieds     360 

A  gay,  humane,  a  fwcet,  and  gen'rous,  grace, 

And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man  : 

But  fruitlefs,  hopelefs,  disappointed,  rack'd 

With  jealoufy,  fatigti'd  with  hope  and  fear, 

Too  ferious  or  too  Languiihingly  fond,  2>^S 

Unnerves  the  body  and  unmans  the  foul. 

And  fome  have  dv'd  for  love  and  fome  run  mad, 

And  fome  with  dei'p'rate  hands  themfelves  haweflain. 

Some  to  extinguish,  others  to  prevent, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dang'rous  fair 
Court  all  they  meet,  in  hopes  to  diffipate 
The  cares  of  love  amongil  an  hundred  brides. 
Th'  event  is  doubtful;  for  there  are  who  find 
A  cure  in  this,  there  are  who  find  it  not. 
*  Tis  no  relief  alas;  it  rather  galls 
The  wound  to  thofe  who  are  fincerelv  lick ; 
For  while  from  fev'rifh  and  tumultuous  joy* 
The  nerves  grow  languid  and  the  foul  iubildeo, 
The  tender  fancy  fmarts  with  ev'ry  filing, 
And  what  was  love  before  is  madnefs  now.  3  So 

Is  Health  your  care,  cr  luxury  your  aim  ? 
Ee  temp'rate  frill :  \\  lien  Nature  bids  obey ; 
Her  wild  impatient  fallies  bear  no  curb  : 
But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight 
Or  loofe  imagination  fpur^  you  on  387 

above  your  {Strength,  impute  it  not 
>'au::'e  ;  Nature  all  companion  hates. 

Giij 
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Ah !  let  nor  luxury  nor  vain  renown 

Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  fleep  without. 

To  make  what  mould  be  rapture  a  fatigue,  39O 

A  tedious  talk,  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 

Of  twining  JLais  melt  your  manhood  down , 

For  from  the  colliquation  of  foft  joys 

How  chang'd  you  rife!  the  ghoft  of  what  you  was: 

1  >anguid  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt  and  wan,     395 

Your  veins  cxhaufled  and  your  nerves  unftrung. 

SpoiFd  of  its  balm  and  fprightly  zeft  the  blood 

Grows  vapid  phlegm  ;  along  the  tender  nerves 

(To  each  flight  impulfe  tremblingly  awake) 

A  fubtile  fiend  that  mimicks  all  the  plagues  4C0 

Rapid  and  reftlefs  fprings  from  part  to  part : 

The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  faH'n, 

Your  vigour  pines,  your  vital  pcw'rs  decay, 

Difeafes  haunt  you,  and  untimely  age 

Creeps  on,  unfocial,  impotent,  and  lewd.  405 

Infatuate,  impious,  Epicure  !  to  wafle 

The  flores  of  pleafure,  cheerfulnefs,  and  Health ! 

Infatuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade, 

And  coy  perdition  ev'ry  hour  purfue. 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  in  lafcivious  flames    410 
Confumes,  is  with  his  own  con  fen  t  undone  : 
Tie  chufes  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad, 
Ami  warn'd  proceeds  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 
]3ut  there  is  a  PafTion  whofe  tempelluous  fway 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  the  bread-,  4 1$ 

And  fliakes  to  ruins  proud  Philofophy : 
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For  pale  and  trembling  Anger  rufhes  in 
With  falt'ring  fpeech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  flare, 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  Teas, 
DefpYate,  and  arm'd  with  more  than  human flrength. 
How  foon  the  calm,  humane,  and  polifh'd,  man  4ZI 
Forgets  compunction,  and  ftarts  up  a  fiend ! 
Who  pines  in  love,  or  wafles  with  filent  cares, 
Envy  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief, 
Slowly  defcejids  and  ling'ring  to  the  (hades;         425 
But  he  whom  anger  flings  drops  if  he  dies 
At  once,  and  rufhes  apopiedlick  down, 
Or  a  fierce  fever  hurries  him  to  hell : 
For  as  the  body  thro'  unnumber'd  firings- 
Reverberates  each  vibration  of  the  foul,  430 
As  i»  the  Pafliofl  fuch  is  flill  the  pain 
The  body  feels  or  chronicle  or  acute ; 
And  oft'  a  fodden  florm  at  once  o'erpow'rs 
The  life,  or  gives  your  reafon  to  the  winds. 
Such  fates  attend  the  rafh  alarm  of  fear  43J 
And  fudden  grief,  and  rage  and  fudderi  joy. 

There  are  mean-time  to  whom  the  boift'rous  fit 
Is  Health,  and  only  fills  the  fails  of  life  : 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads, 
Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  cold,  44# 

And  each  clogg'd  function  lazily  moves  or?, 
A  gen'rous  fali.y  fpurns  th'  incumbent  load, 
Unlocks  the  breath,  and  gives  a  cordial  glow, 
But  if  your  wrathful  blood  is  apt  to  boil, 
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Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  fining,  445 

Wave  all  difpute;  be  cautious  if  you  joke; 
JCeep  lent  for  ever,  and  forfwear  the  bowl ; 
For  one  rafh  moment  fends  you  to  the  fhades, 
Or  matters  ev'ry  hopeful  fcheme  of  life, 
And  gives  to  horrour  all  your  days  to  come.         450 
Fate  arm'd  with  thunder,  fire,  and  evYy  plague 
That  ruins,  tortures,  or  diftracts,  mankind, 
And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  hcur, 
Overwhelms  you  not  with  woes  fo  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  fudden  blows.  455 
While  choler  works,  good  Friend!  you  may  be 
Diftruft  yourfelf,  and  ileep  before  you  fight :  [wrong; 
'  Tis  not  too  late  to-morrow  to  be  brave; 
If  Honour  bids  to-morrow  kill  or  die. 
But  calm  advice  again  ft  a  raging  fit  460 

Avails  too  little;  and  it  braves  the  pow'r 
Of  all  that  ever  taught  in  prcfe  or  long 
To  tame  the  fiend  that  flceps  a  gentle  lamb 
And  wakes  a  lion.  Unprovok'd  and  calm 
You  reafon  well,  fee  as  you  ought  to  fee,  465 

And  wonder  at  the  madnefs  of  mankind ; 
Seiz'd  with  the  common  rage  you  foon  forget 
The  fpeculations  of  your  wifer  hours : 
Befet  with  Furies  of  all  deadly  fhapes, 
Fierce  and  infidious,  violent  and  flow,  479 

With  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fate, 
What  refuge  mall  we  feck,  what  arms  prepare  ? 
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Where  rcafon  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 

To  cope  with  Tub  tile  or  impetuous  pow'rs, 

I  would  invoke  new  Paflions  to  your  aid ;  475 

"With  indignation  would  extinguish  fear, 

With  fear  or  gen'rous  pity  vanquifh  rage, 

And  love  with  pride,  and  force  to  force  orpofe. 

There  is  a  charm,  a  pow'r,  that  fways  the  bread, 
Bids  ev'ry  Pailion  revel  or  be  {till,  483 

Infpirca  with  rage,  or  ail  your  cares  difiolve3, 

:  footh  diitraelion,  and  almofl  defpair: 
That  pow'r  is  mufick  ;  far  beyond  the  ftretch 
Of  thofe  unmeaning  warbler-  on  our  flage, 
Thole  clumfy  heroes,  thofe  iat-headed  goo-,         485 
Who  move  no  Paflion  juflly  but  contempt, 
Who  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  ftrong 
Do  wondrcus  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grac~. 
The  fault  is  ours;  \vc  bear  thofe  monllrous  art-, 
Good  Keav'n  !  we  praife  them ;  v\  e  \\  iih  loudeft  peals 
Applaud  the  fool  that  higheil  lifts  his  heels,         45 1 
And  with  infipid  fhew  of  rapture  die 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 
But  he  the  Mufe's  laurel  juilly  fhares, 
A  poet  he  and  touch'd  with  Heav'n's  own  fire,     49J 
Who  with  bold  rage  or  folenin  pomp  of  founds 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  rayiihes,  the  foul; 
Now  tender,  plaintive,  fweet  almofl  to  pain, 
Jn  love  diflblves  you;  now  in  fprightly  flrains 
Breathes  a  gay  rapture  thro'  your  thrilling  breaft, 5 CO 
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Or  melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinely  fad, 

Or  wakes  to  horrour  the  tremendous  firings. 

Such  was  the  bard  whofe  heav'nly  flrains  of  old 

Appeas'd  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul; 

Such  was,  if  old  and  Heathen  fame  fay  true,         3  05 

The  man  who  bad  the  Theban  domes  afccnd, 

And  tam'd  the  favage  nations  with  his  fong ; 

And  fuch  the  Thracian  whofe  melodious  lyre 

TunM  to  foft.  wo  made  all  the  mountains  weep, 

Sooth'd  ev'n  th'  inexorable  pow'rs  of  hell,  5 10 

And  half  redeem' d  his  loll  Eurydice. 

Mufick  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief, 

Expels  difeafes,  foftens  ev'ry  pain, 

Subdues  the  rage  of  poifon  and  the  plague ; 

And  hence  the  wife  of  ancient  days  ador'd 

One  pow'r  of  Phyflck,  Melody,  and  Song.  516 
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BENEVOLENCE. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  EUMENES. 

Firjl  printed  in  tie  Tear  1 75  I  j. 

JviND  to  my  frailties  dill  Eumenes,  hear ; 

Once  more  I  try  the  patience  of  your  ear. 

Not  oft'  I  fing  :  the  happier  for  the  Town ; 

So  flunn'd  already  they  're  quite  ftupid  grown 

With  monthly,  daily — charming  things  I  own. 

Happy  for  them  I  feldom  court  the  Nine; 

Another  art,  a  ferious  art,  is  mine. 

Of  naufeous  verfes  oflcr'd  once  a  week 

"  Yon  cannot  fay  I  did  it"  if  you  're  Tick. 

3  F.was  ne'er  my  pride  to  fhine  by  flafny  fits  13 

Amongft  the  daily,  weekly,  monthly,  wits  : 

Content  if  fome  few  friends  indulge  my  name, 

So  {lightly  am  I  flung  with  love  of  fame, 

I  would  not  fcrawl  one  hundred  idle  lines — 

Not  for  the  praife  of  all  the  Magazines.  1 5 

Yet  once  a  moon  perhaps  I  {teal  a  night, 
And  if  our  fire  Apollo  pieafes  write. 
You  finite;  but  all  the  train  the  Mufe  that  follow, 
Cliriiiians  and  dunces,  fHll  we  quote  Apollo  : 

f  Tills  little  piece  was  addreiTed  to  a  worthy  gentleman,  as  an 
n  of  gratitude  for  his  kind  endeavours  to  do  t! 
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Unhappy  ft  ill  our  poets  will  rehearfe  20 

To  Goths,  that  flare  aftonifh'd  at  their  verfe, 

To  the  rank  tribes  fubmit  their  virgin  lays; 

So  groin  f0  beflial  is  the  liift  of  praiie ! 
I  to  found  judges  from  the  mob  appeal, 

And  write  to  thofe  who  mod  my  fubjecl  feel.         25 

Eumenes,  thefe  dry  moral  lines  1  truft 

With  vou,  whom  nought  that  is  moral  can  difguft  : 

With  you  1  venture  in  plain  homefpun  fenfe 

What  1  imagine  of  Benevolence. 

i   Cf  all  the  monfters  of  the  humankind  30 

What  fiirikes  you  mofl  is  the  low  felfifh  mind. 

You  wonder  how  without  one  lib'ral  joy 

The  fteady  mifer  can  his  years  employ, 
Without  one  friend,  howcer  his  fortuities  thrive, 

Defoib'd  and  hated  how  he  U-ar^  to  live.  3  ? 

With  hone/l  warmth  of  heart,  with  fome  degree 
Of  pity  that  fuch  wretched  things  mould  he, 
You  fcorti  the  fordid  knave.— —He  grins  at  you, 

An  .  .mfelf  the  wif.  r  or  thfe  two. 

':T::--  all  but  tafte  hewe'er  we  lift  the  cafe ;  40 

He  has  his  joy,  as  ev>y  creature,  h 
* Tis  true  he  cannot,  boaft  an  angclV  (hare, 
Yet-jhas  o.'har  happinefs  his  organs.  bejaf\ 

u  likewife  madTi  the  hi-h  ferapjjjclv  foul 
Maker  Omnipotent!  ami  thou  the  owl :  45 

HeaV*n  form'd  him  too,  and  doubtfefc  for  foirte  ufe> 
But  Cranecouit  knows  not  yet  all  Nature's  views. 


3ENEV0LENCS.  S$ 

'Tis  chiefly  tafte,  or  blunt,  or  grofs,  or  fine, 
Vlakcs  life  infipid,  beftial,  or  divine. 
2etter  be  born  with  tafle  to  little  rent  50 

rhan  the  dull  monarch  of  a  continent. 
Without  this  bounty,  which  the  gods  bellow-, 
Dan  Fortune  make  one  fav'rite  happy  ? — No  : 
\s  well  might  Fortune  in  her  frolick  vein 
Proclaim  an  oyfter  fov'reign  of  the  main.  $g 

Without  fine  nerves,  and  bofom  juflly  warm'd, 
ftii  eye,  an  ear,  a  fancy  to  be  charm'd, 
n  vain  m3jeilick  Wren  expands  the  dome, 
[3lank  as  pale  flucco  Rubens  lines  the  room, 
Loft  are  the  raptures  of  bold  Handel's  {train,  Co 

^reat  Tully  ftorms  fweet  Virgil  fings  in  vain; 
rhe  beauteous  forms  of  Nature  are  effae'd, 
rempe's  foftcharms.  the  raging  wat'ry  wafte, 
Each  greatly  wild  each  fweet  romantick  fcene 
LJnheeded  fifes,  and  ahnoft  unfeeo.  65 

Yet  thefe  are  joys  with  fokne  of  better  clay 
ro  footh  the  toils  of  life's  embarraf-'d  way  ; 
rhefe  the  fine  frame  with  charming  horrours  chill, 
\nd  give  the  nerves  delightfully  to  thrill. 
"Jut  of  all  tafte  the  nobleft  and  the  bed,  70 

rhe  firft  enjoyment  of  the  gen'reus  breaft, 
s  to  behold  in  man's  obnoxious  (late 
Scenes  of  content  and  happy  turns  of  fate: 
7air  views  of  Nature,  Alining  works  of  art, 
Unufe  the  fancy,  but  thole  touch  the  heart.  75 
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Chiefly  for  this  proud  epick  fong  delights, 

For  this  fome  riot  on  th'  Arabian  Nights. 

Each  cafe  is  ours;  and  for  the  human  mind 

5  Tis  monflrous  not  to  feel  for  all  mankind. 

Were  all  mankind  unhappy  who  could  taile  80 

Elyfium,  or  be  folitar'iy  bleft  ? 

Shock'd  with  furrounding  fliapes  of  human  wo 

All  that  cr  fenfe  or  fancy  could  bellow 

You  would  reject  with  fick  and  coy  difdain, 

And  pant  to  fee  one  cheerful  face  again.  85 

But  if  life's  better  profpecls  to  behold 
So  much  delight  the  man  of  gen'rous  mould, 
How  happy  they,  the  great  the  godlike  few, 
Who  daily  cultivate  this  pleafmg  view ! 
This  is  a  joy  poflefs'd  by  few  indeed!  90 

Dame  Fortune  has  fo  many  fools  to  feed 
She  cannot  oft'  afford,  with  all  her  ftore, 
To  yield  her  fmiles  where  Nature  fmii'd  before. 
To  finking  worth  a  cordial  hand  to  lend, 
With  better  fortune  to  furprife  a  friend,  95 

To  cheer  the  modeft  ftranger's  lonely  flate, 
Or  fnatch  an  orphan  family  from  fate, 
To  do,  poiTefs'd  with  virtue's  nobleft  fire, 
Such  gen'rous  deeds  as  we  with  tears  admire, 
Peeds  that  above  ambition's  vulgar  aim  ice 

Me  cure  an  amiable  a  folid  fame ; 
Thefe  are  fuch  joys  as  Heav'n's  firft  fav'rites  feize  5 
Thefe  pleafe  you  now,  and  will  for  ever  pleafe. 
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Too  feldom  we  great  moral  deeds  admire ; 
Fhewill,  the  pow'r,  th'  occalion,  muflconfpire:  105 
Vet  few  there  are  fo  impotent  and  low 
B:it  can  fome  fmall  good  offices  bellow : 
Small  as  they  are,  however  cheap  they  come, 
rhey  add  ftiil  fomething  to  the  gen'ral  fum ; 
And  him  who  gives  the  little  in  his  pow'r  1 10 

rhe  world  acquits,  and  Heav'n  demands  no  more. 

Unhappy  he  who  feels  each  neighbour's  wo, 
:  0  relief  no  comfort  can  bellow  '. 
Unhappy  too  who  feels  each  kind  efTay, 
And  for  great  favours  has  but  words  to  pay,         1 15 
Who  fcornful  of  the  flatt'rcr'.s  fawning  art 
Dreads  ev'n  to  pour  his  gratitude  of  heart, 
And  with  a  diftant  lover's  filent  pain 
Muft  the  beft  movements  of  his  foul  reflrain ! 
But  men  fagacious  to  explore  mankind  120 

Trace  ev'n  the  coved  naflions  of  the  mind. 

Not  only  to  the  good  we  owe  good-will ; 
[n  good  and  bad  diftrefs  demands  it  Hill: 
rhis  with  the  gen'rous  lays  difHnction  low, 
Endears  a  friend  and  recommends  a  foe.  1 25 

Not  that  refentment  never  ought  to  rife, 
For  ev'n  excefs  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice; 
And  there  are  villanie*  no  bench  can  awe, 
That  iport  without  the  limits  of  the  law. 
No  laws  th'  un^en'rous  crime  would  renrchend  I  ;o 
Could  I  forget  Eumenes  was  my  friend  : 

Hij 
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In  vain  the  gibbet  cr  the  pill'ry  claim 

The  wretch  v/ho  blafts  a  helplefs  virgin's  fame. 

Where  laws  are  dup'd  it 's  nor  unjuft  nor  mean 

To  feize  the  proper  time  for  honed  fpleen.  135 

An  open  candid  foe  I  could  not  hate, 

Nor  ev'n  infult  the  bafe  in  humbled  ftate; 

But  thriving  Malice  tamely  to  forgive— 

'Til  fomewhat  late  to  be  £o  primitive. 

But  I  detain  you  with  thefe  tedious  lays,  140 

Which  few  perhaps  would  read  and  fewer  praifc. 
No  matter,  could  i  pleafe  the  polifh'd  few 
W  ho  tafte  the  ferious  or  the  gay  like  you. 
The  fqueamifh  mob  may  find  my  verfes  bare 
Of  ev'ry  grace — but  curfe  me  if  I  care.  145 

JBcfides,  I  little  court  ParnafTian  fame  ; 
There  is  yet  abetter  than  a  poet's  name. 
'Twould  more  indulge  my  pride  to  hear  it  faid 
That  I  with  you  the  paths  of  honour  tread 
Than  that  amongft  the  proud  poetick  train  13  O 

No  Modern  boafled  a  more  claiTick  vein, 
Or  that  in  numbers  I  let  loofe  my  fong 
Smooth  as  the  Tweed  and  as  the  Severn  ftrong.   153 
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AN  EPIST.  TO  A  YOUNG  CRITICK, 

Firf  printed  in  the  Tear  1753. 
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Profcrre  quae  fentiat  cur  quifqua.01  iilitr  ti'-biiCt  P— Malim,  Melicr- 
culc,folii8  ir.fanirCjQuam  fobriot  act  plc'jis  r.ut  palrum  delibcra- 
thmibus  ignaviter  aflentari.  rOR  ANl  EtAGM. 

Range  from  Tow'rhill  all  London  to  the  Fleet, 
Thence  round  the  Temple  r.'  utmoil  Grofvcnorftreet, 
Take  in  your  route  both  Gray's  and  Lincoln's  [nn, 
Mifs  not  be  fure  my  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 
You  '11  hardiy  raife,  as  1  with  Petty  *  guefs, 
Above  twelve  thoufand  men  cf  Tafte,  unlefs 
In  defp'rate  times  a  Connoiffeur  may  pafs. 

"  A  Connoiileur !  what 's  that  ?"  'lis  hard  to  fay  ; 
But  you  mufc  oft'  amidil  the  fair  and  pay 
Have  feen  a  wou'd-be  rake,  a  flutt'ring  fool,  10 

"Who  fwears  he  loves  the  fex  with  all  his  foul. 
Alas  vain  Youth  1  doil  thou  admire  fvveet  Jones  ? 
Thou  be  gallant  without  or  hlcod  or  bones! 
You  'd  fplit  to  hear  th'  infipid  coxcomb  cry 
"  Ah  charming  Nanny!  it  is  too  much!  I  die!" —  1 5 
<c  Die  and  be  d — n'd,"  fays  one;  "  but  let  me  tell  ye 
"  I  '11  pay  the  lofs  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye." 

'Tis  eafy  learnt  the  art  to  talk  by  rote, 
At  Nando's  it  will  but  ccfl  you  half  a  groat; 

*  Sir  William  Fettv,  author  of  The  rolitical  Arithmetic!:, 

riiij 
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The  Bedford  fchcol  at  threepence  is  not  dear  Sir;  20 
At  White's — the  ilars  inflrudt  you  for  a  tefter  : 
But  he  whom  Nature  never  meant  to  fhare 
One  fpark  of  Tafle  will  never  catch  it  there — ■ 
Nor  no  where  elfe,  howe'er  the  booby  beau  24 

Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boileau. 

Good  native  Tafle  tho'  rude  is  feldom  wrong, 
Be  it  in  mufick,  painting,  or  in  fong : 
But  this  as  well  as  other  faculties 
Improves  with  age  and  ripens  by  degrees. 
1  know  my  Dear,  it  is  needlefs  to  deny  't,  30 

You  like  Voiture;  you  think  him  wondrous  bright; 
But  fev'n  years  hence,  your  relifh  more  matur'd, 
What  now  delights  will  hardly  be  endur'd. 
The  boy  may  live  to  tafte  Racine's  fine  charms 
Whom  Lee's  bald  orb  or  Rowe's  dry  rapture  warms  : 
But  he  enfranchis'd  from  his  tutor's  care,  36 

Who  places  Butler  near  Cervantes'  chair, 
Or  with  Erafmus  can  admit  to  vie 
Brown  of  Squabhall,  of  merry  memory. 
Will  die  a  Goth,  and  nod  at  Woden's  *  feaft  40 

Th'  eternal  winter  long  on  Greg'ry's-f-  breaft. 

*  Alluding  to  the  Gothick  heaven, Wodcn?s  Hall,  where  the 
happy  are  for  ever  employed  in  drinking  beer,  mum,  and  other 
comfortable  liquors,  out  of  the  fkulls  of  thofe  whom  they  had. 
(lain  in  battle. 

t  Pope  Gregory  VI.  iliftinguiihed  by  the  name  of  St.  Gregory, 
whole  pious  zeal  in  the  caufc  of  barbarous  ignorance  and 
prieftly  tyranny  exerted  itfelf  in  demolishing  to  the  utmeft  of 
Ins  power  all  the  remains  of  Heathen  genius. 
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Long  may  he  fwill  this  patriarch  of  the  dull 
The  drowfy  mum — but  touch  not  Alaro'sfkull! 
His  holy  barb'rous  dotage  fought  to  doom, 
Good  Heav'n!  th'  immortal  ClafTicksto  the  tomb! — • 
Thofe  facred  lights  (hill  bid  new  genius  rife  46 

When  all  Rome's  f4.i::ts  have  rotted  from  the  fkies. 
Be  thefe  your  guides  if  at  the  ivy  crown 
You  aim,  each  country's  clafhcks  and  your  own ; 
But  chiefly  with  the  Ancients  paf>  your  prime,      50 
And  drink  Caflaiia  at  the  fountain's  brim. 
The  man  to  genuine  Burgundy  bred  up 
Soon  {tarts  the  dafa  of  IVItthuen  in  his  cup. 

Thofe  fov'rei^n  mailers  of  the  Mufes'  fkill 
Are  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  iliil:  55 

Their  ore  was  rich  and  fev'n  times  purg'd  of  lead  ; 
Their  art  feem'd  Nature,  it  was  fo  finely  hid. 
*I  ho'  born  with  all  the  pow'rs  of  writing  well 
What  pains  it  cofi:  they  did  not  blufh  to  tell. 
Their  eafe  (my  Lords!)  ne'er  lowng'd  for  want  of  fire, 
Nor  did  their  rage  thro'  affectation  tire  ;  61 

Free  from  all  tawdry  and  imppffrig  glare 
They  trufted  to  their  native  ^race  of  air  : 
R< 
Oi 
Tl 

Yet  there  are  thoufands  of  fcolaftick  merit 
Who  worm  their  fenfe  cut  but  ne'er  tafte  their  fpirit, 
Witnefs  each  pedant  under  Bentley  bred, 
Each  commentator  that  e'er  commented:  7° 
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(You  fcarce  can  feize  a  fpot  of  claiUek  ground, 

With  leagues  of  Dutch  moraft  fo  floated  round) 

Witncfs — But  Sir  I  hold  a  cautious  pen, 

.Left  I  mould  wrong  fome  honourable  men. 

They  grow  enthufiafts  too— 'Tis  true  i  't  is  pity !  75 

But  't  is  not  ev'ry  lunatick  that's  witty. 

Some  have  run  Maro — and  fome  Milton — mad; 

Afhley  once  turn'd  a  folid  barber's  head : 

Hear  all  that  is  faid  or  printed  if  you  can, 

Alhley  has  turn'd  more  folid  heads  than  one,         80 

.Let  fuch  admire  each  great  or  fpecious  name, 
For  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them  's  the  fame. 
"  Right:"  Yes,  athoufand  times.— Each  fool  has  heard 
That  Homer  was  a  wonder  of  a  bard. 
Defpife  them  civilly  with  all  my  heart —  85 

But  to  convince  them  is  a  defp'rate  part. 
Why  mould  you  teafe  one  for  what  fecret  caufc 
One  dotes  on  Horace  or  on  Hudibras  ? 
'Tis  cruel  Sir,  't  is  needlefs,  to  endeavour 
To  teach  a  fot  of  Tafte  he  knows  no  flavour.  90 

To  difunite  I  neither  wifh  nor  hope 
A  ftubborn  blockhead  from  his  fav'rite  fop  : 
Yes — fop  I  fay,  were  Maro'sfclf  before  'em, 
For  Maro's  felf  grows  dull  as  they  pore  o'er  him. 

But  hear  their  raptures  o'er  fome  fpecious  rhyme 
Dubb'd  by  the  mufk'd  and  greafy  mob  fublime ;    96 
For  fyleen's  dear  fake  hear  how  a  coxcomb  prates 
As  chm'rous  o'er  his  joys  as  fifty  cats : 


TASTE.  9J 

ct  Mufick  has  charms  to  footh  a  lavage  breaft, 

"  To  foften  rocks  and  oaks,'1 — and  all  the  red  :  loo 

"  1  'aye  heard" — Biefsthefe  long  ears! — "Heav'ns, 

<:  what  a  ilrain! 
Cl  Good  God!  what  thundersburft  in  this  Campaign! 
"  Hark,  Waller  warbles!  Ah  !  how  fweetly  killing! 
**  rhen  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling!  ic  4 

"  Rowe  breathes  ail  Shakefpeare  here  ! — Thatodeof 
ct  Is  Spccfer  quite !  egad  his  very  fire ! —  [Prior 

u  As  like? — Yes,  faith  !  as  gumfiow 'rs  to  the  rofe, 
Or  as  to  claret  fiat  Minorca's  dofc; 
As  like  as  (if  I  am  not  grof4y  wrong) 
Erie  Robert's  Mice  to  aught  e'er  Chaucer  fung.  1 10 

Read  boldly,  and  unprejudiced  perufe 
Each  fav'rite  modern  ev'n  each  ancient  Mufe;. 
With  all  the  comick  fait  and  tragick  rage 
The  great  ftupendous  genius  cf  our  itage, 
Boaft  of  our  iiland,  pride  of  humankind,  1 15 

Had  faults  to  which  the  boxes  are  not  blind; 
His  frailties  are  to  ev'ry  goflip  kno< 
Yet  Milton's  pedantries  not  fnock  the  Town. 
Ne'er  be  the  dupe  of  names  however  high, 
For  fome  outlive  good  parts  fome  mifapply.         120 
Each  elegant  Spectator  you  admire, 
But  mufr.  you  therefore  fwear  by  Cato's  fire  ? 
Malks  for  the  court,  and  oft'  a  clumfy  jeil, 
Diferac'dthe  Mufe  that  wrought  the  Alchemift. 
"  But  to  the  Ancients." — Faith!  I  am  not  clear,  125 
Tor  all  the  fmooth  round  type  of  Elzevir, 
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That  cv'ry  work  which  lafts  in  profe  or  fong 

Two  thoufand  years  deferves  to  laft  fo  long  : 

For  not  to  mention  fome  eternal  blades 

Known  only  now  in  th'  academick  fhades,  130 

(Thofe  facred  groves  where  raptur'd  fpirits  ftray, 

And  in  word-hunting  wafte  the  livelong-  day) 

Ancients  whom  none  but  curious  criticks  fcan, 

Do  read  Meffala's  *  praifes  if  you  can. 

Ah  !  who  but  feels  the  fweet  contagious  fmart      135 

While  foft  Tibullus  pours  his  tender  heart  ? 

With  him  the  Loves  and  Mufes  melt  in  tears, 

But  not  a  word  of  fome  hexameters. 

"  You  grow  fo  fqueamifh  and  fo  dev'lifh  dry 

"  You  '11  call  Lucretius  vapid  next."  Not  1 :       140 

Some  find  him  tedious,  others  think  him  lame, 

But  if  he  lags  his  fubjecT:  is  to  blame. 

Rough  weary  roads  thro'  barren  wilds  he  try'd, 

Yet  ftill  he  marches  with  true  Roman  pride ; 

Sometimes  a  meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright,       I45 

He  ftreams  athwart  the  philofophick  night. 

Find  you  in  Horace  no  infipid  odes  f — 

He  dar'd  to  tell  us  Homer  fomctimes  nods; 

And  but  for  fuch  a  critick's  hardy  {kill 

Homer  might  {lumber  unfufpecled  ftill.  150 

Taftelefa,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame, 
At  fecond-hand  we  chiefly  praife  or  blame  : 

*  A  poem  of  Tibullus's  in  hexameter  verfc,  as  yawning  and 
in  lipid,  as  his  Elegies  are  tender  and  natural. 
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Hence  it  is,  for  elfe  one  knows  not  why  nor  how, 

Some  authors  ilounfh  for  a  year  or  two, 

For  many  fume  ;  more  wondrous  flill  to  tell  1 5  5 

Farquhar  yet  lingers  on  the  brink  of  hell: 

Of  foiid  merit  others  pine  unknown ;  ~) 

At  firfl  tho'  C::.  -  winnhiflgly  went  down  J. 

Poor  Btlvidera  faii'd  to  melt  the  Town;  l 

Sunk  in  dead  night  the  giant  Milton  lay  160 

Till  Sofoer'a  hand  producM  him  to  the  dav: 

But  thanks  to  Heav'n  and  Addifon's  good  grace 

Now  ev'ry  fop  is  charm'd  with  Chevy  Chafe. 

Specious  and  fage  the  fov'reign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave-worn  rock  165 
Reluctant  huri'd,  the  tame  implicit  train 
Or  crop  the  down*  01  headlong  feek  the  main  : 
As  blindly  we  our  folcmn  leaders  follow, 
And  good,  and  bad,  and  execrable,  f wallow. 

Pray,  on  the  nrft  throng'd  ev'ning  of  a  play     170 
That  wears  the  fades  Hi*po:n?ticaf, 
Strong  lines  of  death,  figns  dire  of  reprobation, 
Have  you  not  feen  the  angel  of  iaivation 
Appear  fiiblin  and  felemii  rap 

To  teach  *h?  doubtful  rabbis  where  to  clap  ? —    1 75 

*  Don  Carlos,  a  tragedy  ofOtway's,  now  long  and  iu 
gotten,  went  offwith  great  applaufe,  while  his  Orphan,  a  fome- 
/-  performance,  and  what  :s  yet  more  itrangc 
ce  Freferv^d,  ac  5  to  the  theatrical  anecdotes  or 

s  times,  n-.tt  with  a  very  cvl&  reception, 
f  The  :e  in  the  12ft  ftage  of  a  confump- 

is  it  is  defcribed  by  Hippocrates. 


96  TASTE, 

The  rabble  knows  not  where  our  dramas  fhifie, 
But  where  the  cane  goes  pat — ■ '  By  G — that 's  fine  !" 

Judge  for  yourfelf,  nor  wait  with  timid  phlegm 
Till  forne  iljiifrrions  pedant  hum  or  hem.  179 

The  lords  who  {larv'd  old  Ben  were  learn'dly  fond 
Of  Chaucer,  whom  with  bungling  toil  they  conn'd  : 
Their  fons,  whofe  earsbold  Milton  could  not  feize, 
Wouldlaugho'erBen  like  mad,andfnuff  and  fneeze, 
And  fwear,  and  feefn  as  tickled  as  you  pleafe  : 
Their  fpawn,  the  pride  of  this  fubiimer  age, 
Feel  to  the  toes  and  horns  grave  Milton's  rage, 
Tho*  liv'd  he  now  he  might  appeal  with  i'corn 
To  lords,  knights,  'fquircs,  and  dehors,  yet  unborn, 
Or  jufily  mad  to  Moloch's  burning  fane 
Devote  the  choiceft  children  of  his  brain.  190 

Judge  for  yourfelf,  and  as  you  find  report 
Of  wit  as  freely  as  of  beef  or  port. 
Zounds!  mall  a  pert  or  bluff  important  wight, 
Whofe  brain  is  fancilcfs,  whofe  blood  is  white, 
A  mumbling  ape  of  Tafle,  prefcribe  us  laws         195 
To  try  the  poets,  for  no  better  caufe 
Than  that  he  boafls/w  and.  ten  thoufand  clear, 
Yelps  in  the  Houfe,  or  barely  fits  a  peer  ? 
For  fhame  !  for  flume !  the  lib'ral  Britiih  foul 
To  (loop  to  any  Hale  Dictator's  rule !  2C  O 

I  may  be  wrong,  and  often  am  no  doubt, 
But  right  or  wrong  with  friends  with  foes 't  will  our. 
Thus  't  is  perhaps  my  fault  if  I  complain 
Of  trite  invention  and  a  flimfy  vein, 
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e  characters,  unintefeftlng,  jejune,  %c$ 

Yiid  paiHons  dryly  copy'd  from  Le  Brun  *  : 
^or  I  would  rather  never  judge  than  wrong 
I  hat  fritnd  of  ali  men  gen'rcus  Feneion. 
hit  in  the  name  af  gcodnefV.  muii  1  be 
['he  dupe  of  charms  I  never  yet  could  fee  ?  210 

\nd  then  to  flatter  where  there  is  no  reward — 
Setter  be  any  patron-hunting  bard, 
Arho  half  our  lords  with  filthy  praife  befmears, 

fmg  an  anthem  to  all  mmiilers, 

Mh1  A  ttick  fait  in  ev'ry  peer's  poor  rebus,     215 
\nd  crown  each  Gcthick idol  for  a  Phoebus. 
Alas!  fo  far  frcm  free,  fo  far  from  brave, 
We  dare  not  fhew  the  little  Tafce  we  have. 
frith  us  you  '11  fee  ev'n  vanity  control 
rhe  mod  refin'd  fenfations  of  the  foul.  220 

*  flrft  painter    3        •  is  XIV.  who,  to  fpeak  in  fafhionable 
*renchEri  nielf  Lewis  the  Great.  Our  iovereign 

-  the  paiuons,  Lo\e,  uage,  Defpair,  i&c.  were  grades. 
>leafed  to  fit  to  him  in  their  turns  for  their  portraits,  which  he 
vas  generous  enough  to  communicate  to  the  publick,  to  the 
._  improvement  no  doubt  of  hiitory  painting.  It  was  lie 
I  Le  Sueur,  who  without Jialf  his  advan- 
in  many  otlier  refpecls  was  fo  unreasonable  and  provo- 
ts  v.  itfi  which  his  own  could  ftand  no 
arifon.   It  was  lie  and  hisGothick  difciples  who 
cratches  defaced  the  nioit  mafterlyof  this  Le  Sueur's  perfur- 
rfatices,  as  often  as  their  barbarous  envy  coul  y  reach 

heir,  derail  fchefe  achievements  he  died  in  his  bed!  a 

h  could  not  nave  happened  to  him  in  a  con  1  - 
ry  like  this,  where  the  line  arts  are  as  zealoufly  and 
>atronifed  as  thevare  wefl  underftocd. 

I 
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i  Otway'sfcenes,  great  Shakcfpeare's,  we  defy: 
"  Lard,  Madam !  it  is  fo  impolite  to  cry  ! — 
"  For  fhanie,  my  Dear  !  d'  ye  credie  all  this  fluff  ? — » 
«<  I  vow — Well,  this  is  innocent  enough  ?" 
At  Athens  long  ago  the  ladies — (marry'd)  225 

Dreamt  not  they  mifbehav'd  tho'  they  mifcarry'd 
When  a  wild  poet  with  licentious  rage 
Turn'd  fifty  Furies  loofe  upon  the  ftage. 

They  were  fo  tender  and  ffa  eafy  mov'd, 
Heav'ns  !  how  the  Grecian  ladies  mufl  have  lov'dl 
For  alj  the  fine  fenfations  frill  have  dwelt  23 1 

Perhaps  where  one  was  exquifitely  felt : 
Thus  he  who  heav'nly  Maro  truly  feels 
Stands  ftVd  on  Raphael,  and  at  Kandel  thrills. 
The  groller  feuies  too,  the  taite,  the  fmcil,        235 

likely  truefl  where  the  fine  prevail : 
Who  doubts  that  Horace  muft  have  cater'd  well 
Friend,  I  'm  a  fhrewd  obferver,  and  will  guefs 
What  books  you  dote  on  from  your  fav'ritc  mefs. 
Brown  and  L'Fflrange  wrill  furely  charm  whome'er 
The  frothy  pertnefs  fir  ikes  of  weak  foiall  beer.     24  X 
Who  fteepa  the  calf's  fat  loin  in  grcaiy  fauce 
Wrill  hardly  loathe  the  praife  that  hades  an  afs; 
Who  riots  on  Scotcht  collops  fcorns  not  any 
Infipid/fulfome,  trafiiy,  mifceliany ;  245 

And  who  devours  what'er  the  cook  can  dim  up 
Will  for  a  clafiick  coniecrate  each  biihop  *. 

But  I  am  fick  of  pen  and  ink,  and  you 
Will  find  this  Letter  long  enough.  Adieu.  245 

*  See  Feltcn'6  ClaiTicfcs* 
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aofocrrtCcincm  from  tkz  JjDaMHJer* 

I  foHoix  htg  Imitation  of  Shaiefpeare  teas  one  of  our 
Author  sjirft  attempts  in  poetry,:?-        -  ery 

young :  it  helped  to  amufe  tbej  ■  in 

a  ziildrcmantick  country  ;  and  ivbat  is  rather  ba>  ticutar9 
was  jufl  jimjbed  zvben  Air.  Tbomfon*s  Cei  .7  poem 

ttpon  the  fame fubjecl  appeared,   Mr.rl  foon  bear- 

ing of  it  had  the  curi<>;.  cure  a  copy  of 

a  common  acquaintance.  Hefeivedit  to  bis 
Mr.  Mallet,  Mr.  Aaron  Hill,  and  Dr.  Ton  it 

feems  did  great  honour  to  it.  and  theft  > 
man  ivrote  to  one  of  his  friends  at  Edinburgh,  dc  firing  thg 
Author'' shave  to  p.  flaiteringi 

f.l  vanity  to  be  reffed:  but  7',  fr.  Mallet  altered  his  toil 
and  this  Utile  piece  has  hilberio  remained  unpullifked, 

Vbe  other  ImitationsofShakcfpts  re  happen  to  have  been fa*oed 
cut  of  the  ruins  of  an  urfnifed  tragedy  on  the  / 
Tereut  and  Philomela,  attempted  vpon  an  irregular 
extravagant  plan  at  an  age  -much  too  earh  ft 
achievements  :  however  they  am  here  exl 
fake  offuch  guefls  as  may  like  a  little  repoj.  is. 


I M I  TAT  IONS 

OF  SHAKESPEARE. 


Now  Summer  with  her  wanton  court  is  gone 
Fo  revel  on  the  fouth  fide  cf  the  woi 


ICO  IMJTATIC: 

And  flaunt  and  frolick  out  the  livelong  day. 
While  Winter  rifing  pale  from  northern  feas 
Shakes  from  his  hoary  locks  the  drizzling  rheum ;   $ 
A  blall  fo  fhrewd  makes  the  tall-body'd  pines 
Unfmew'd  bend,  and  heavy-paced  bears 
Sends  growling  to  their  lavage  tenements. 

Now  blows  the  furly  north,  and  chills  thro'out 
The  flifrning  regions,  while  by  ftronger  charms  10 
Than  Circe  e'er  or  fell  Medea  brew'd 
Each  brook  that  wont  to  prattle  to  its  banks 
Lies  all  beflill'd  and  wedgVl  betwixt  its  banks, 
Nor  moves  the  wither'd  reeds;  and  the  rafh  flood 
That  from  the  mountains  held  its  headflrong  courie, 
Bory'd  in  livid  fheets  of  vaulting  ice,  1 6 

Seen  thro'  the  fhameful  breaches,  idly  creeps 
To  pay  a  fcanty  tribute  to  the  ocean. 
What  wonder  ?  when  the  floating  v/ildernefs 
That  fcorns  our  miles,  and  calls  Geography  20 

A  mallow  pryer,  from  whofe  unfteady  mirror 
The  high-hung  pole  furveys  his  dancing  locks, 
When  this  full-raving  deep  lies  mute  and  dead, 
Nor  heaves  its  fwelling  bofom  to  the  winds. 
The  furges  baited  by  the  fierce  north-eaft,  %$ 

Tolling  with  fretful  fpleen  their  angry  heads 
To  roar  and  rum  together, 
Ev'n  in  the  foam  of  all  their  madnefs  flruck 
To  monumental  ice  Hand  all  aflride 
The  rocks  they  wauYd  fo  late.    Such  execution,    3© 
So  flern,  fo  fudden,  wrought  the  grifly  afped; 


IMITATION  9.  ICr 

Qf  terrible  Medufaere  young  Pcrfeui 

With  his  keen  fabre  cropt  her  horrid  head, 

And  laid  her  ferpents  rowling  on  the  duir, 

When  wzuid'ring  thro'  the  woods fne  frown 'd  to  dene1 

rheir  f.ivage  tenants ;  juft  as  the  foaming  lion        36 

Sprung  furious  on  his  prey  her  fpeedier  pow'r 

Dutrun  hishafte;  no  time  to  languifn  in, 

But  fix'din  that  fierce  attitude  he  (lands 

Like  Rage  in  marble. — Now  portly  Argofies        40 

Lie  wedg'd  'twixt  Neptune's  ribs.  The  bridg'd  abyfrti 

chang'd  our  fhips  to  horfes;  the  fwift  bark 
Yields  to  che  heavy  wagon  and  the  cart, 
That  now  from  ifie  to  iile  maintain  the  trade, 
And  where  the  fur  face- hunting  dolphin  led  45 

Her  fportive  voung  is  now  an  area  tit 
For  the  wild  fchooiboy's  paftime* 

Mean-time  the  ev'ning  fkies,  crufled  with  ice, 
Shifting  from  red  to  black  their  weighty  ikirts, 
Hang  mournful  o'er  the  hills,  and  Healing  night    50 
Rides  the  bleak  puffing  winds,  that  l'eem  to  fpit 
Their  foam  fparfe  thro'  the  welkin,  which  is  nothing 
If  not  beheld.   Anon  the  burden'd  heav'n 
Shakes  from  its  ample  fieve  the  boulted  fnow, 
That  fluttering  down  befprinkles  die  fad  trees        55 
In  mockery  01  leaves,  piles  up  the  hills 
To  monilroufi  altitude,  and  chokes  to  the  lips 
The  deep  impervious  vales  that  yawn  as  low 
As  to  the  centre)  Nature's  vaily  breaches, 

liij 


10%  tfMITATIONS. 

While  all  the  pride  of  men  and  mortal  things  Co 

Lies  whelm'd  in  heav'n's  white  ruins. — 

The  ihiv'ring  clown  digs  his  obftrutSled  way 
Thro'  the  fnow-barricado'd  cottage  door, 
And  muffled  in  his  hcmefpun  plaid  encounters 
With  livid  checks  and  rheum-drftiiling  nofe  65 

The  morning's  iharp  and  fco  urging  breath  to  count 
rlisfiarving  flock,  whole  number  is  all  too  fhort 
To  make  the  goodly  fum  of  yeiler-night : 
Part  deep  ingurgitated,  part  yet  ftruggling, 
With  their  laft  pantings  melt  thcmielves  a  grave    70 
In  Winter's  bofcm,  which  yields  not  to  the  touch 
Of  the  pale  languid  ciefcet  of  this  world, 
That  now  with  lean  and  churlifh  hufbandry 
Yields  heartlefsly  the  remnants  of  his  prime, 
$md  like  mod  fpendthrifts  ftarves  his  latter  days    7$ 
For  former  ranknefs.  He  with  bleary  eye 
Blazons  his  own  difgrace,  the  harnefs'd  waile 
Rebellious  to  his  blunt  defeated  fhafts, 
And  idly  flrikes  the  chalky  mountains'  tops 
That  rife  to  kifs  the  welkin's  ruddy  lips,  80 

Where  all  the  ram  young  bullies  of  the  air 
Mount  their  quick  flender  penetrating  wings, 
Whipping  the  frofl-burnt  villagers  to  the  bones. 
And  growing  with  their  motion  mad  and  furious, 
Till  fvvoln  to  tempefts  they  outrage  the  thunder,    2$ 
Winnow  the  chaffy  fnowr,  and  mock  the  Ikies 
Ev'n  with  their  own  artillery  retorted, 

ar  up  and  throw  th'  accumulated  hills 
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Into  the  vallies  :  and  as  rude  hurricanes* 

Difcharged  from  the  wind-fwoln  cheeks  of  heav'n 

Buoy  up  the  fwilling  fkirts  cf  Araby's  91 

Inhofpitable  wilds, 

And  roil  the  dufty  defcrt  thro'  the  fkie?, 

Choking  the  liberal  air,  and  fmcih'ring 

Whole  caravans  at  once,  fuch  havock  fpreads         95 

This  war  of  heav'n  and  earth,  fuch  fudden  ruin 

Vifits  their  houfelefs  citizens,  that  fhrink 

In  the  falfe  fhelter  of  the  hills  together, 

And  hear  the  tempeft  howling  o'er  their  heads      99 

That  by  and  by  o'erwhelms  them.  The  very  birds, 

Thofe  few  that  troop'd  not  with  the  chiming  tribe 

Of  am'rous  Summer,  quit  their  ruffian  element, 

And  with  domelHck  tamenefs  hop  and  flutter 

Within  the  roofs  of  perfecuting  man, 

(Grown  hofpitable  by  like  itnfe  of  fuff'rance)      105 

Whither  the  hinds,  the  debt  of  the  day  difcharg'd, 

From  kiln  or  barn  renairins",  fhut  the  door 

-On  furly  Winter,  crowd  the  clean-fwept  hearth 

And  cheerful  fhining  fire,  and  dofTthe  time, 

The  whilft  the  maids  their  twirling  fpindles  ply  II© 

With  mufty  legends  and  ear-pathing  talcs 

Of  giants  and  black  necromantick  bards, 

Of  air-built  caftles,  feats  of  madcap  knights, 

And  ev'ry  hoiiow  fid:  ion  of  romance, 

And  as  their  rambling  humour  leads  the  m  talk    115 

Of  prodigies  and  things  of  dreadful  utt'rance 

That  fet  them  ail  agape,  roufe  up  their  hair, 
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And  make  the  idiot  drops  Hart  from  their  eyes; 
Of  churchyards  belching  flames  at  dead  of  night, 
Of  walking  ftatues,  ghofls  unaffable  120 

Haunting  the  dark  wafte  tow'r  or  airlefs  dungeon, 
Then  of  the  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  green, 
Drinking  the  fummer's  moonlight  from  the  flow 'rs, 
And  all  the  toys  that  Phantafy  pranks  up 
T*  amufe  her  fools  withal. — Thus  they  lafn  on    125 
The  fnail-pac'd  Hyperborean  nights  till  heav'n 
Hangs  with  a  jufrer  poize,  when  the  murk  clouds 
RoII'd  up  in  heavy  wreathes  low-bellying  feem 
To  kifs  the  ground  j  and  all  the  wafte  of  fnow[dropfy 
Looks  blue  beneath  'em,  till  plump'd  with  bloating 
Beyond  the  bounds  and  ftretch  of  continence        131 
They  buril  at  once ;  down  pours  the  hoarded  rain, 
Wafhingthe  flipp'ry  winter  from  the  hills, 
And  floating  all  the  vallies.  The  fading  fccne 
Melts  like  a  loft  enchantment  or  vain  phantafm  135 
That  can  no  more  abufc  ;  Nature  refumes 
Her  old  fubftantial  ihape,  while  from  the  waile 
Of  undiiiinguifhing  calamity 
Forcfts,  and  by  their  fides  wide-fkirted  plains, 
Houfes  and  trees,  arife,  and  waters  flow,  140 

That  from  their  dark  confinements  burfting  fpurn 
Their  brittle  chains,  huge  (beets  of  loofen'd  ice 
Float  on  their  bofoms  to  the  deep,  and  jar 
And  clatter  as  they  pafs;  th'  o'erjutting  banks, 
As  long  unpraclis'd  to  fo  fleep  a  view,  1 45 

.Seem  to  look  dizzy  on  the  moving  pomp. 
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Now  cv'ry  petty  brook  that  crawi'd  along 
Railing  its  pebbles  mocks  the  river's  rage 
Like  the  proud  frog  i'  the  fable.  The  huge  Danube, 
"While  melting  mountains  rufh  into  its  tide,  I  jo 

Rolls  with  fuch  h<  ng  and  unreined  courfe 

As  it  would  choke  the  Enxine's  gulfv  maw, 
Burftiiig.hi?  cryital  cerements.  The  breathing  time 
Of  pc?.c(i  expir'd  that  hulh'd  the  deaf 'ning  fcenes 
Of  chm'rcus  indignation,  ruffian  War  IJ5 

Rebels,  and  Nature  (lands  at  odds  again  : 

:n  the  rous'd  Furies  of  the  fighting  wind", 
Torment  the  main,  that  fwells  its  angry  fides 
And  churns  the  foam  betwixt  itb  flinty  jaws, 
Wiiile  thro'  the  forage  dungeon  of  the  night        160 
The  horrid  thunder  growls :  th'  ambitious  waves 
AfTault  the  fkies,  and  from  the  burfling  clouds 
Drink  the  glib  lightning,  as  if  thefeas 
Would  quench  the  ever-burning  fires  of  heav'n  : 
Straight  from  their  fiipp'ry  pomp  they  madly  plunge 
And  kifs  the  lowed  pebbles.  Wretched  they         1 66 
That  'midft  fuch  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 
Guide  a  frail  veffei:  better  ice-bound  ftill, 
Than  mock'd  with  liberty  thus  be  refign'd 
To  the  rough  fortune  of  the  froward  time,  I  jo 

When  Navigation  all  a-tiptoe  ilands 
On  fuch  unfteady  footing.   Now  they  mount 
On  the  tall  billow's  top,  and  feem  to  jowl 
Againlt.  the  ilars,  whence  (dreadful  eminence  !) 
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They  fee  with  fwimming  eyes  (enough  to  hurry  round 

In  endlefs  vertigo  the  dizzy  brain )  1 7  6 

A  gulf  that  fwallows  vifion  with  wide  mouth 

Steep-yawning  to  receive  them ;  down  they  duck 

To  the  rugged  bottom  of  the  main,  and  view 

The  adamantine  gates  of  vaulted  hell;  1 8© 

Thence  tofs'd  to  light  again,  till  borne  adrift 

Againit.  fome  icy  mountain's  bulging  fides 

They  reel,  and  are  no  more. — Nor  lefs  by  land 

Ravage  the  winds  that  in  their  wayward  rage 

Howl  thro'  the  wide  unhofpitable  glens,  1 85 

That  rock  the  (table-planted  tow'rs,  and  make 

The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  Time 

Down  to  their  flinty  bafes,  that  engage 

As  they  would  tear  the  mountains  from  their  roots, 

And  brum  the  high  heav'ns  with  their  woody  heads, 

Making  the  flout  oaks  bow. — But  1  forget  191 

That  fprightly  Ver  trips  on  old  Winter's  heel. 

Ceafe  we  thefe  notes,  too  tragick  foV  the  time, 

Nor  jar  againft  great  Nature's  fymphony, 

When  ev'n  the  bluftrous  elements  grow  tuneful  1 95 

Or  liflen  to  the  concert.  Hark !  how  loud 

The  cuckoo  wakes  the  folitary  wood ! 

Soft  fighs  the  winds  as  o'er  the  greens  they  ftray, 

^nd  murm'ring  brooks  within  their  channels  play. 
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PROGNE'S  DREAM, 

Darlly  exprejjlve  of  f^me  p.ijl  Events  that  zvcrcfoon  to  be 
revealed  to  her, 

Laft  night  I  dream'd, 

(Whate'er  it  may  forbode  it  moves  me  ftrangely) 
That  I  was  rapt  into  the  raving  deep  : 
An  old  and  rev'rend  fire  conducted  me; 
He  plur.g'd  into  the  bofom  of  the  main,  5 

And  bad  me  not  to  fear  but  follow  him. 
I  follow  d;  with  impetuous  fpeed  we  div'd, 
And  heard  the  darning  thunder  o'er  our  heads. 
Many  a  flipp'ry  fathom  down  we  funk, 
Beneath  all  plummets'  found,  and  reach'd  the  bottom. 
When  there  1  afk'd  my  venerable  guide  1 1 

If  he  could  tell  me  where  mv  fifler  was  ? 
lie  told  me  that  fhe  lay  not  far  from  thence, 
Within  the.  bofom  of  a  flinty  rock, 
Where  Neptune  kept  her  for  his  paramour  15 

Hid  from  the  jealous  Amphitrite's  fight, 
And  faid  he  could  conduct  me  to  the  place. 
I  begg'd  he  wou:d.  Thro'  dreadful  ways  we  pafs'd, 
5  l'wixt  rocks  that  frightfully  lcwer'd  on  either  fide, 
,  nee  here  and  there  thebranching  coralfprung.  20 
O'er  dead  men's  bones  we  walk'd,  o'er  heaps  of  geld 
Into  a  hideous  kind  of  wildernefs,  [and  gems^ 

Where  flood  a  flern  and  prifon  looking  rock, 
Daub"'d  with  a  moffv  verdure  all  around, 
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The  mockery  of  paint.  As  we  drew  near  2$ 

Out  fprung  a  hydra  from  a  den  below, 

A  foeckled  Fury  ;  fearfully  it  hiis'd, 

And  roll'd  its  feagreen  eyes  fo  angrily 

As  it  wou'd  kill  with  looking.  My  old  guide 

Againfl  its  iliarp  head  huri'd  a  rugged  ftone—       30 

The  curling  momler  rais'd  a  brazen  fhriek, 

Wallow'd,  and  dy'd  in  fitful  agonies. 

We  gain'd  the  cave.  Thro'  woven  adamant 

I  look'd,  and  faw  my  filler  all  alone: 

Employ 'd  file  feem'd  in  writing  fomething  fad,      $5 

So  fad  flie  look'd.  Her  cheek  was  wondrous  wan  ; 

Her  mournful  locks  like  weary  fedges  hung. 

I  cali'd — me  turning  ftarted  when  (he  faw  me, 

And  threw  her  head  afide  as  if  aiham'd. 

She  wept,  but  would  not  fpeak — I  cali'd  again  :     4© 

Still  The  was  mute — Then  madly  I  addrefl, 

With  all  the  lion-finews  of  defpair, 

To  break  the  flinty  ribs  that  held  me  out, 

And  with  the  druggling  wak'd. —  44 

A  S  T  O  R  M, 

llujjid  io  account  for  the  laic  return  of  a  JS/Lcffenger* 

The  fun  went  down  in  wrath, 

The  ikies  foam'd  brafs,  and  foon  th'  unchained  winds 
Buril  from  the  howling-  dungeon  of  the  north, 
And  rais'd  fuch  high  delirium  on  the  main, 

:h  angry  clamour,  while  fuch  boiling  waves         5 
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anVd  on  the  peevifh  eye  of  mood  if, 

look'd  as  if  the  feas  would  fcald  th<  heav'na  : 

ill  louder  chid  the  winds,  th'  enchafcd furge 

ill  anfwer'd  louder,  and  when  the  fickiy  Morn 

?ep'd  ruefully  thro'  the  bloated  thick-brow 'd  eaft 

o  view  the  ruinous  havock  of  the  dark  1 1 

he  (lately  tow'rs  of  Athens  feem'd  to  ftand 

n  hollow  foam  tide-whipt :  the  fhips  that  lay 

:orning  the  blaft  within  the  marble  arms 

f  the  fea-chid  Portumnus  dane'd  like  corks  1 5 

pon  th'  enraged  deep,  kicking  eaeh  other, 

nd  fome  were  dam'd  to  fragments  in  this  fray 

gainft  the  harbour's  rocky  cliefl  :  the  fea 

d  roar'd,  ib  madly  rag'd,  fo  proudly  fweli'd, 

lS  it  would  thunder  full  into  the  ftreets,  20 

.nd  deep  the  tall  Cecropian  b-ittlements 

i  foaming  brine  :  the  airy  citadel, 

erch'd  like  an  eagle  on  a  high-brow'd  rock, 

hook  the  fait  water  from  its  ftubborn  fides 

^"ith  eager  quaking  :  the  Cyclades  appear'd  25 

>ike  ducking  cormorants — Such  a 

lutclamour'd  all  tradition,  and  gai    d  belief 

"o  ranting  prodigies  of  heretofore, 

ev'n  days  it  Ptorm'd,  t5V.  29 
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AN  IMITATION 

OF  SPENSER, 

Written  at  Mr,  Thorn/on  s  Jcjirc^  to  he  inferied  into 
The  Gajlle  of  Indolence, 

I. 

Full  many  a  fiend  did  haunt  this  honfe  of  reft* 
And  made  of  paflive  wights  an  eafy  prey. 
Here  Lethargy,  with  deadly  fleep  opprcft, 
Stretch'd  on  his  back  a  mighty  iubbard  lay, 
Heaving  his  fides,  and  fnored  night  and  day :  5 

To  ilir  him  from  his  trance  it  vfras  not  eath, 
And  his  half-open'd  eyne  he  {hut  ftraightway : 
He  led  I  ween  the  ibfteft  way  to  death, 
And  taught  withouten  pain  or  flrife  to  yield  the  breath. 

II. 
Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound,  10 

Soft-fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropfie  ; 
Unwieldy  man!  with  belly  monftrous round, 
For  ever  fed  with  watery  fupply, 
For  £1111  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ilill  was  dry. 
And  here  a  moping  myitery  did  fit,  1 5 

Mother  of  Spleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye ; 
She  call'd  herfelf  the  Hypochondriack  Fit, 

d  frantick  feem'd  to  fomc:  to  others  feem'd  a  wit. 
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III. 

A  lady  was  fhe  whimfical  and  proud, 
Yet  oft'  thro'  fear  her  pride  would  crouchen  low  ;  20 
She  felt  or  fancy'd  in  her  flutt 'ring  mood 
All  the  difeafes  that  the  fpitals  know, 
And  fought  all  phyfick  that  the  fhops  bellow, 
And  ftill  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would  try : 
?  Fwas  hard  to  hie  her  humour  high  or  low,  25 

For  fometimes  fhe  would  laugh  and  fometimes  cry, 
Sometimes  would  waxen  wroth,  and  all  fhe  knew  not 

IV.  by, 

Fafl  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  virgin  pin'd 
With  aking  head  and  fqueamifn  heart-burnings ; 
Pale,  bloated,  cold,  fhe  feem'd  to  hate  mankind,    30 
But  lov'd  in  fecret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here  the  Tertian  mock  his  chilling  wings; 
And  here  the  Gout,  half  tiger  half  a  (hake, 
Rag'd  with  an  hundred  teeth,  an  hundred  flings. 
Thefe  and  a  thoufand  Furies  mere  did  fhake  35 

Thofe  weary  realms,and kept eafe -loving men  awake. 
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AT  THE  gpOffO  J3JC&,  BY  TflE  MARTINS, 


THE  LIFE  OF 

EDMUND  SMITH. 

1  ins  diitinguimed  poet  was  fon  of  an  eminent  m 
chant,  one  Mr.  Neal,  by  a  daughter  of  Baron  Lechc- 
mere.  The  vear  of  his  birth  is  unknown,  but  he  , 
born  at  Handley  in  Worceiterfhire,  the  {'cat  of  the 
.Lechemeres.    Some  misfortunes  of  his  father,  which 
were  foon  followed  by  his  death,  occaficned  our  Au- 
thor's being  left  very  young  in  the  care  of  a  near 
lation  (one  who  married  Mr.  NeaPs  mother,  whole 
name  was  Smith.) 

This  gentleman  treated  him  with  as  much  tender- 
nefs  as  if  be  had  been  his  own  child,  and  placed  him 
at  Weitminiter-lehool  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Bufby. 
After  the  death  of  his  generous  guardian  (v.  .me 

in  gratitude  he  thought  proper  to  aiTume)  he  was  re- 
moved to  Chriil-Church  in  Oxford,  and  was  there 
by  his  aunt  handiomely  fupported  till  her  death,  after 
which  he  continued  a  member  of  that  learned  fociety 
till  within  five  years  of  his  own.  Some  time  before  his 
leaving  Chriil-Church  he  was  fent  for  by  his  mother 
to  Wor  cefler,  and  acknowledged  by  her  as  a  legitimate 
fon.  We  chufe  to  mention  this  circumilance  jn  order 
to  wipe  ofT  the  afperfion  which  folly  and  ignor; 
^on  his  birth. 


LIFE  OF  SMITH. 

Tn  honour  to  Mr.  Smith  it  mould  be  remembered, 
that  when  he  flood  a  candidate  for  one  of  the  univer- 
Fities  at  the  Weflminfter  election  he  fo  peculiarly  di- 
ftinguifiied  himfelf  by  his  confpicuons  performances 
t  hat  there  arofe  no  fmall  contention  between  the  repre- 
fentative  dehors  of  Trinity-College  in  Cambridge 
and  Chitft-Church  College  in  Oxon  which  of  thofe 
two  illufiriousfocieticsfhould  adopt  him  as  their  own: 
but  the  electors  of  Trinity-College  having  the  prefe- 
rence of  choice  that  year  they  refolutely  elected  him ; 
but  being  invited  at  the  fame  time  to  Chrift-Church, 
]Vlr.  Smith  chofe  to  accept  of  a  ftudentfliip  there. 

He  paffed  through  the  exercifes  of  the  college  and 
the  univerfity  wTith  unufual  applaufe;  and  though  he 
often  fuffered  his  friends  to  call  him  off  from  his  re- 
tirement, yet  his  return  to  his  ftudies  wasfo  much  the 
more  pafTionate,  and  his  love  of  reading  and  thinking 
being  fo  vehement,  the  habit  grew  upon  him,  and  the 
f  eries  oi'meditaticn  and  reflection  being  kept  u  p  whole 
weeks  together,  he  could  better  arrange  his  ideas,  and 
take  in  fundry  parts  of  a  fcience  at  one  view,  without 
interruption  or  confufion.  Some  of  his  acquaintance 
who  were  pieafed  to  diflinguifh  between  the  wit  and 
the  fcholar  extolled  him  altogether  on  account  of  the 
firfl  of  thefe  excellencies,  but  others  who  were  more 
candid  admired  him  as  a  prodigy  in  both.  He  had  ac- 
quired reputation  in  the  fchools  both  as  a  philofopher 
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■and  polemick  of  extenfive  knowledge  and  deep  pene 
tration,  and  went  through  all  the  courfes  with  a  proper 

..rd  to  the  dignity  and  importance  of  each  fciencef. 

.  Ir.  Smith  had  a  long  and  perfect  intimacy  with 
all  the  Greek  and  Latin  Claflicks,  with  whom  he  had 
induftrioufly  compared  whatever  was  worth  pending 
in  the  French, "Spaniih,  and  Italian,  and  all  the  ce- 
lebrated writers  in  his  own  country.  He  considered 
the  Ancients  and  Moderns  not  as  parties  or  rival- 
fame,  but  as  archj  .pen  one  and  the  fume  plan, 

art  of  poetry.  If  he  did  not  always  commend  the 
■compofitionsof  others  it :  proceeded notfromiilnature, 
(for  chat  was  foreign  to  his  temper)  but  a  Uriel  re- 
gard to  j  uflice  would  notfufferhim  to  call  a  few  flow  era 
elegantly  adorned,  without  much  art  and  lefs  genius, 
by  fo  di  d  a  name  as  poetry.  He  was  of  Ben 

infon'd  opinion,  who  could  not  admire 

Veri'es  as  fiiiooth  and  foft  as  cream, 

ither  depth  nor  ftream. 

Mr.  Smith  t  Oration  hasfhewnthe  world 

of  Ciceronian  eloquence. 

+  We  n  iding  of  wh  ' 

faid  in  the  text,  ti  f  Smithes  behaviour, while 

onlyaEa  ... 

on;  that  lie  cook  his  Maft 
i6j6-}  th  it        14th  April  1700  the  Dean  and 
: 
3th  Dec.  1705 


. 
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''SinceTempleandRofcomrnon^aysMr.Oldifworth) 
M  no  man  underflood  Horace  better,  efpecially  as  to 
."  liis  happy  diclion,  rolling  numbers,  beautiful  ima- 
cc  geiT» 2nc^  alternate  mixture  of  the  foft  and  fublime. 
:  Mis  friend  Mr.  Philips's  Ode  to  Mr.  St.  John,  after 
tC  the  manner  of  Horace's  Lufory  or  Amatorian  Odes, 
i:  is  certainly  a  maflerpiece;  but  Mr.  Smith's  Pocock- 
fiC  ius  is  of  the  fublimer  kind,  though  like  Waller's 
tc  writings  u£on  Cromwell  it  wants  not  the  moil  d&- 
ct  licate  and  furprifing  turns  peculiar  to  the  perfon 
"praifed." 

Ke  was  an  excellent  judge  of  humanity,  and  fo  good 
a  hifloriari  that  in  familiar  converfation  he  would  talk 
over  the  mod  memorable  fails  in  antiquity,  the  lives-, 
aclions,  and  characters,  of  celebrated  men,  with  ama- 
zing facility  and  accuracy.  As  he  had  carefully  read 
and  diilifiguifhedThuanus's  works,  fo  he  was  able  to 
copy  after  him ;  and  his  talent  in  this  kind  was  fo  ge- 
nerally confeiTed  that  he  was  made  choice  of  byfome 
great  men  to  write  a  hiflory  which  it  was  their  in- 
terefl  to  have  executed  with  the  utmofl  art  and  dex- 
tcriry;  but  this  defign  was  dropped,  as  Mr.  Smith 
would  not  facrifice  truth  to  the  caprice  and  interefled 
views  of  a  party  f. 

+  There  was  once  a  defign  to  have  made  Smith  ufeful.  One 
evening  as  he  was  fitting  with  a  friend  at  a  tavern  he  was  called 
down  !>y  the  waiter.  Having  ftaid  fome  time  below  he  came  up 
thoughtful,  and  after  a  paufe  faid  to  his  friend, "  He  that  want- 
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Our  Author's  poem  condoling  the  Death  of  Mr. 
Philips  is  full  of  the  nobleft  beauties,  and  pays  a  juffc 
tribute  to  the  venerable  afhes  of  that  great  man.  Mr. 
Smith  had  contracted  for  Mr.  Philips  the  mod  per- 
fect friendfhip,  a  paflion  of  which  he  was  very  luf- 
ceptibie,  and  whofe  laws  he  confidered  as  facred  and 
inviolable. 

In  the  year  1707  Mr.  Smith's  tragedy  called  Phae- 
dra and  Hippolitus  was  acted  at  the  theatre-royal. 
This  play  was  introduced  upon  the  ftage  at  a  time 
when  the  Italian  opera  fo  much  engroffed  the  atten- 
tion of  the  polite  world  that  fenfe  was  facrificed  to 
found.  It  was  dreffed  and  decorated  at  an  extraordi- 
nary expenfe — and  inimitably  performed  in  all  its 
parts  by  Bettcrton,  Ecoth,  Barry,  and  Oidfield,  yet 
it  brought  but  few  and  flender  audiences. — To  fay 
truth  it  was  a  line  poem,  but  not  an  extraordinary 
play.  Notwithstanding  the  intrinfick  merit  of  this 
piece,  and  the  countenance  it  met  with  from  the  moil 
ingenious  men  of  the  age,  yet  it  languished  on  the 
flage,  and  wasfoon  neglected.  Mr.  Addifon  wrote  the 
prologue,  in  which  he  rallies  the  vitiated  tafte  of  the 

"  ed  roe  below  was  Addifon,  whofe  bufinefs  was  to  tell  me  that 
"  a  Hiftory  ofthe  Revolution  was  intended,  and.  to  propofe  that: 
"  I  fhoukl  undertake  it.  I  faid,  What  (hall  I  do  with  the  cha- 
"  racier  of  Li.rd.  Sunderland?  and  Addifon  immediately  re- 
t(  tumed,Whenj  Ragg,  were  you  drunk  iaft  ?  and  immediately 
*'  went  away.** 
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publickin  preferring  the  unidcal  entertainment  of  an 
opera  to  the  genuine  fenfe  of  a  Britifh  poet  *. 

Mr.  Smith  had  indeed  ibme  defects  in  his  conduct, 
which  thofe  are  more  apt  to  remember  who  could 
imitate  him  in  nothing  elfef.  Amcngflthcblcmifhcs 
of  an  innocent  kind  which  attended  Mr.  Smith  was 
his  extreme  careleffnefs  in  the  particular  of  drefs  :  this 
oddity  procured  him  the  name  of  Captain  Ragg.  His 
perfon  was  fb  well  formed,  and  he  poileiled  fo  much 
natural  gracefulnefs,  that  notwithdandingthe  difad- 
vantage  of  his  appearance  he  was  called  by  the  ladies 
The  Handfome  Sloven. 

It  is  to  he  wondered  at  (fays  Mr .01  di (worth)  that 
a  man  under  poverty,  calamities,  and  difappoint- 
ments,  could  make  fo  many  friends,  and  thofe  fo  truly 
valuable.  He  had  indeed  a  noble  idea  of  the  paillon 
of  friendfhip,  in  the  iueceis  of  which  confided  the 
greateft  if  not  the  only  haiipinefs  of  his  life.  He  was 
ferene  and  cheerful  under  the  difpenfations  of  Provi- 
dence ;  he  avoided  having  any  dealings  with  mankind 

*  Lintot,  who  bought  this  play,  advanced  the  price  from 
fifty  guineas,  the  current  price,  to  fixty,  and  Lord  Halifax  ac- 
cepted the  dedication,  which  Smith's  indolence  kept  him  from 
tinilhing  till  Lintot  threatened  to  nubliih  without  it;  it  was 
therefore  written,  and  Halifax,  looking  for  the  Author  and  his 
book,  had  prepared  to  reward  him  with  a  place  of  300/.  a-yeaj ; 
the  infatuated  Author  neglected  to  attend  his  patron,  and  thuls 
■d  reward  by  his  indolence  in  neglcSirig  to  folicit  it. 

f  See  note,  p.  vii. 
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in  which  he  could  not  be  juft,and  therefore  refufed  to 
embrace  fome  opportunities  of  amending  hisfortunef. 
Upon  Mr.  Smith's  coming  to  Town  no  man  was 
more  furrounded  by  all  thole  who  really  had  or  pre- 
tended to  wit,  or  more  courted  by  the  great  men  who 
had  then  a  power  and  opportunity  of  encouraging 
arts  and  fciences.  Mr.  Smith's  character  grew  upon 
his  friends  by  intimacy,  and  exceeded  the  ftrongefl 
pr-polTeiTionswhich  had  been  conceived  in  his  favour. 
A  few  years  before  his  death  Mr.  Smith  engaged  in 
fome  confiderable  undertakings,  in  all  which  heraifed 
expectations  in  the  wcrid  which  he  lived  not  to  gra- 
tify. Mr.  Oldifworth  obferyes  that  he  had  feen  about 
ten  meets  of  Pindar  tranilatedinto  Englifh,  which  he 
fays  exceeded  any  thing  of  that  kind  he  could  ever 
hope  for  in  our  language.  He  had  drawn  out  a  plan 
for  a  tragedy  of  Lady  Jane  Gray,  and  had  written  fe- 
veralfcenes  of  it,  afubjetft  afterwards  nobly  executed 
by  Mr.  Rowe.  His  greateft  undertaking  was  Lcngi- 
nus,  which  he  executed  in  a  very  mailerly  manner. 
He  propofed  a  large  addition  to  this  work  of  Notes 
and  Observations  of  his  own,  with  an  entire  fyflem  of 
the  art  of  poetry  in  three  bodks,  under  the  title  of 
Thoughts,  Action,  and  Figure.  In  this  work  he  pro* 
pofed  to  reform  the  art  of  rhetorick,  by  reducing  that 
cor.fufed  heap  of  terms  with  which  a  long  fuccemon 
f  Sec  note,  p.  viii. 
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of  pedants  had  incumbered  the  world  to  a  very  nar- 
row compafs,  comprehending  all  that  was  ufeful  and 
ornamental  in  poetry  under  each  head  and  chapter. 
He  intended  to  make  remarks  upon  all  the  Ancients 
and  Moderns,  the  Greek,  Latin,  .Englifh,  French, 
Spanifh,  and  Italian,  poets,  and  to  animadvert  upon 
their  feveral  beauties  and  defects. 

Mr.  Smith  died  in  July  1710,  in  the  forty-fecond 
year  of  his  age,  at  the  feat  of  George  Ducket,  Efq*, 
called  Gartham,  in  Wiltfhire,  and  was  buried  in  the 
pariih.  church  there f.  We  fliall  give  the  character  of 

*  This  Mr.  Ducket  communicated  to  Mr.  Gldmixon  the  hi- 
ftorian  an  account,  pretended  to  have  been  received  from 
Smith,  that  Clarendon's  Hiltory  was  in  its  publication  corrupt- 
ed by  Aidrich,  Smalridge,  and  Atterbury,  and  that  Smith  was 
employed  to  forge  and  iniert  the  alterations.  Oldmixon  pu- 
bliihed  this  ftory,  which  was  denied  byAtterbury,  and  was  af- 
terwards fully  refuted  .by  Dr.  Burton  of  katon,  the  *ettim< 
which  he  has  collected  having  convinced  mankind  that  either 
Smith  or  Ducket  were  guilty  of  falfehbocL  Mr.  Gilbert  Walmt- 
ley,  late  Rector  of  the  Ecclefiaftical  Court  of  Litchfield,  who  wat 
acquainted  both  with  Smith  and  Ducket,  declared  that  if  the 
tale  concerning  Clarendon  were  forged  he  fhould  fufped  Duc- 
ket ;  4i  for  Ragg  was  a  man  of  great  veracity." 

f  It  is  faid  that  at  Mr.  Ducket's  houfe  Smith  indulged  too 
freely  in  eating  and  drinking,  and  that  rcfoiving  to  eafc  himfelf 
by  phyfick  he  wrote  to  an  apothecary  in  the  nei^hbournooid  a 
prescription  of  a  purge  fo  forcible,  that  the  apothecary  dec 
furnithing  it  till  he  had  given  warning  of  its  fatal  tendency. 
Smith  treated  the  notice  with  contempt,  and  fwallowed  his 
own  medicine,  which  brought  him  to  the  grave  .at  the  place 
and  in  the  mouth  above-mentioned. 
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his  celebrated  poet  in  the  words  of  Mr.  Oldifwcrth. 

— "  Kc  had  a  quicknefs  of  apr-rehenfion  and  vivacity 
of  underftandin^  which  cafilv  took  in  andfurmount- 
ed  the  mofl  knotty  parts  of  mathematicks  and  me- 
taphyiicks :  his  wit  was  prompt  and  flowing",  yet 
foiid  and  piercing ;  his  tafte  delicate,  his  head  clear, 
and  bis  manner  of  exprcfling  his  thoughts  pcrfpi- 
cuous  and  engaging  :  an  eager  but  generous  emu- 
iatio  in  him,  which  pufhed  him  upon  flri- 

ving  to  excel  in  every  art  and  fcience  that  could  make 
him  a  credit  to  his  college;  and  it  was  his  happinefs  to 
have  feveral  con  temporaries  and  fellow  ftudents  who 
exercifed  and  excited  this  virtue  in  themfelves  and 
others  :  his  judgment,  naturally  good,  foon  ripened 
into  an  exquifite  finenefs  and  diflinguiihing  fagaci- 
ty,  which  as  it  was  active  and  bufy  fo  it  was  vigorous 
and  manly,  keeping  even  pace  with  a  rich  and  firong 
imagination  always  on  the  wing,  and  never  tired 
with  afpiring.  There  are  many  of  his  firft  efiays  in 
oratory,  in  epigram,  elegy,  andepick,  {til!  handed 
about  the  univerfity  in  manufcript,  which  (hew  a 
mafterlyhand,  though  maimed  and  injured  by  fre- 
quent transcribing.  As  his  parts  were  extraordinary 
fo  he  well  knew  how  to  improve  them,  and  not 
only  to  polifh  the  diamond  hut  enchafe  it  in  the 
mod  foiid  and  durable  metal. 
u  Though  he  was  an  academick  the  greateft  pars 

iC  of  his  Yiic  yet  he  contracted  no  fournefs  of  temper, 
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"  no  tin&ure  of  pedantry,  no  itch  of  difputation,  or 
<l  obftinate  contention  for  the  old  or  new  philofophy, 
"  no  affuming  way  of  dictating  to  others,  which  are 
"  faults  which  fome  are  infenfibly  led  into  who  are 
"  conflrained  to  dwell  within  the  walls  of  a  private 
"  college."  Thus  far  Mr.  01difworth,Avho  has  drawn 
the  charaSer  of  his  deceafcd  friend  with  a  laudable 
fondnefs.  Mr.  Smith  no  doubt  poflelTed  the  higheft 
genius  for  poetry,  but  it  is  certain  he  had  mixed  but 
too  little  in  life.  He  was  upon  the  whole  a  good-na- 
tured man,  a  great  poet,  a  fmifhed  fcholar,  and  a  dif- 
cerning  critick. 
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MR.  JOHN  PHILIPS. 

IN  SCR:  10W  MR.  TREVOR  |. 

SIR, 
i 

>ixc£  our  Ifis  filently  deplores 
'he  bard  who  foread  her  fame  to  diilant  fliores, 
ince  nobler  pens  their  mournful  lays  fufoend, 
fy  honefl  zeal  if  not  my  verfe  commend; 
orgi  ve  the  poet  and  approve  the  friend. 

Your  care  had  long  his  fleeting  life  reilrain'd; 
)ne  table  fed  you  and  one  bed  contain'd  : 
or  his  dear  fake  long  refilefs  nights  you  bore, 
civile  rattling  coughs  his  heaving  veiTels  tore; 
/Luch  was  his  pain,  but  your  aiHiclion  more. 
)h !  had  no  fummons  from  the  noify  gown 
Jall'd  thee  unwilling  to  the  naufeous  Town 
riy  love  had  o'er  the  dull  difeafe  prcvail'd ; 
"hy  mirth  had  cur'd  where  bailed  Phyfick  fiil'3  : 
Jut  fince  the  will  of  Heav'n  his  fate  decreed  15 

^o  thy  kind  care  my  worthiefs  lines  fuccecd ; 
ruitlefs  our  hopes  tho*  pious  our  ciVays, 
rour's  to  prefer  ve  a  friend  and  mine  to  praife. 

Oh  might  I  paint  him  in  iwikonian  verfe 

Vith  ftrainslike  thofc  hefungon  GloTter'shearfe !  20 

Jut  with  the  meaner  tribe  L  'm  fere'd  to  chime, 

Lud  wanting  ftrehgth  to  rife  defcend  to  rhyme. 

+  This  poem  has  been  printed  with  Ihote  of  J.  Philips,  Mi. 
mitlrs  intimate  friend,  but  be;:  tea  i&hcrerci 

B 
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With  other  fire  his  glorious  Blenheim  mines, 
And  all  the  battle  thunders  in  his  lines! 
His  nervous  verfe  great  Boileau'sftrength  tranfeends, 
And  France  to  Philips  as  to  Churchill  bends.  26 

Oh  various  Bard !  you  all  our  pow'rs  control, 
You  now  diflurb  and  now  divert  the  foul ; 
Mikon  and  Butler  in  thy  Mufe  combine; 
Above  the  laft  thy  manly  beauties  mine ;  30 

For  as  I  'avefeen  when  rival  wits  contend 
One  gayly  charge,  one  gravely  wife  defend, 
This  on  quick  turns  and  points  in  vain  relies, 
That  with  a  look  demure  and  fleady  eyes 
With  dry  rebukes  or  fneering  praife  replies ;        33 
So  thy  grave  lines  extort  a  jufter  fmile, 
F.each  Butler's  fancy,  but  furpafs  his  llyle  : 
He  fpeaks  Scarron's  low  phrafe  in  humble  frrains, 
In  thee  the  folemn  air  of  grave  Cervantes  reigns. 

What  founding  lines  his  abjedr.  themes  exprefs !  40 
What  mining  words  the  pompous  Shilling  drefs! 
There,  there  my  cell,  immortal  made,  outvies 
The  frailer  piles  which  o'er  its  ruins  rife. 
In  her  heft  light  the  Comick  Mufe  appears 
When  me  with  borrow'd  pride  the  bufkin  wears.  45 

So  when  Nurfe  Nokes  to  acb  young  Amnion  tries, 
With  fhambling  legs,  long  chin,  and  foolifh  eyes, 
With  dangling  hands  he  ilrokes  th'  imperial  robe, 
And  with  a  cuckold's  air  commands  the  globe, 
The  pomp  and  found  the  whole  buffoon  difplay'd,  50 
And  Amnion's  fon  more  mirth  than  Gomez  made. 
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Forgive,  dear  Shade !  the  fcene  my  folly  draw 
Thy  .  divert  the  grief  thy  afhes  caufe. 

When  Orph  :s  the  ghoft-  no  more  complain, 

But  in  his  lulling;  mufick  lofe  their  pain.  $$ 

5o  charm  the  iV  thy  Gvi  afbj 

So  calm  our  forro  I  our  iovs  infufe  ; 

rural  notes  a  gentle  mirth  infpire, 
Here  lofty  lines  the  kindling  reader  fire  ; 
Like  that  fair  tree  you  pr?.ife  the  poem  charms,      60 
ke  the  fruit,  or  like  the  juice  it  warms. 
[I clime, wt       '     za's  fruitful  llreams improve, 
$truria*s  envv  an.i  her  Cofmo's  love  : 

'ne  Chianti  vine,         ~> 
3ives  Tafcan  y  idmore*s  wine*  6j  f 

ev'n  hi  ige  for  thine.  \ 

Rife,  rife,  Rofcommon  !  fee  the  Blenheim  Mufe 
Hie  dull  cr  t  of  menkifh  rhvme  refufe, 

See  o'er  the  Alps  his  tow'ring  pinions  (bar 
fcrhereB  t  reach'd  befcre;  }0 

5ee  's  courfellor  and  friend 

o 

By  turns  on  Cofmo  and  the  bard  attend ; 
Rich  in  the  c  rid  bulls  of  ancient  Rome 

[n  him  he  I  a  nobler  treafure  home; 

fn  them  he  view?  her  gods  and  domes  defign'd,      75 
In  hi  foul  of  Rome  and  Vii  v.ighty  mind  ; 

To  I  rom  toils  ol  ilate, 

Not  half  fo  pro'jd  to  govern  a-  tranilate. 
Our  Spenfer,  firir.  by  Pii  ts  tatjg] 

To  us  their  tales,  their  ilyie,  and  numbers,brought.  80 
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To  follow  ours  now  Tufcan  bards  defcend, 

From  Philips  borrow  tho'  to  Spenfer  lend; 

Like  Philips  too  the  yoke  of  rhyme  difdain  ; 

They  fir  ft  en  Englifh  bards  impes'd  the  chain,  84 

Firft  by  an  Englilh  bard  from  rhyme  their  freedom 

Tyrannick  rhyme !  that  cramps  to  equal  chime  [gain* 

The  gay,  the  ib ft,  the  florid,  and  fublime. 

Some  fay  this  chain  the  doubtful  fenfe  decides, 

Confines  the  fancy  and  the  judgment  guides : 

1  'm  fure  in  needlefs  bonds  it  poets  ties,  90"! 

Procrufces  like  the  axe  or  wheel  applies  > 

To  lop  the  mangled  fenfe  or  flretch  it  into  fize :      J 

At  bell  a  crutch  that  lifts  the  weak  along, 

Supports  the  feeble  but  retards  the  flrong, 

And  the  chance  thoughts  when  go* ern?d  by  the  clofe 

Oft*  rife  to  fuftian  or  defcend  to  profe.  96' 

Your  judgment  Philips!  rul'd  with  flcady  fway, 

You  us'd  no  curbing  rhyme  the  Mufe  to  ftay, 

To  flop  her  fury  or  direcb  her  way ; 

Thee  on  the  wing  thy  unchecked  vigour  bore       ICO 

To  wanton  freely  or  fecurely  foar. 

So  the  flretch'd  cord  the  ihacklcd  dancer  tries, 
As  prone  to  fall  as  impotent  to  rife ; 
When  freed  he  moves  the  fturdy  cable  bends, 
He  mounts  with  pleafure  and  fecure  defdehds,      ICj 
Now  dropping  feems  to  flrike  the  diftant  ground, 
Now  high  in  air  his  quiv'ring  feet  rebound. 

Rail  on  ye  Triflers  !  who  to  Will's  repair 
For  new  lampoons,  freJTi  cant3  or  modifh  air; 
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Rail  on  at  Milton's  fon,  who  wifely  bold  1 10 

Rejects  new  phrafe*  and  refumes  the  old: 
Thus  Chaucer  lives  in  younger  Spenfer's  ftrain3, 
In  Maro's  p?.ge  reviving  Ennius  reigns, 
The  ancient  words  the  majefly  complete, 
And  make  the  poem  venerably  great :  1 15 

So  when  the  queen  in  royal  habit  is  dreft  ~) 

Old  my f:ick  emblems  grace  th'  imperial  vcft,  [- 

And  in  Eliza's  robes  all  Anna  (lands  confcft.  J 

A  haughty  bard,  to  fame  by  volume?  rais'd, 
At  Dick's  and  Batfon's  and  thro'  Smithiield  prais'd, 
Cries  out  aloud — '£  Bold  Oxford  Bard!  forbear    1 21 
"  With  rugged  numbers  to  torment  my  ear." 
Yet  not  like  thee  the  heavy  eritick  foars, 
But  paints  in  fuflian  or  in  turn  deplores, 
With  Bunyan's  flyle  profanes  heroick  fongs,         125 
To  tbe  tenth  page  lean  homilies  prolongs, 
For  far-fetch 'd  rhymes  makes  puzzled  angels  flrain, 
And  in  low  profe  dull  Lucifer  complain ; 
His  envious  Mufe,  by  native  dulnefs  curir., 
Damns  the  heft  poems  and  contrives  the  worft.     T3O 

Beyond  his  praife  or  blame  thy  Works  prevail, 
Complete  where  Dryden  and  thy  Milton  fail; 
Great  Milto&'fl  wing  on  lower  themes  fuhfides, 
And  Dryden  oft'  in  rhyme  his  weaknefs  hides. 
You  ne'er  with  gingling  words  deceive  the  ear,    IJj 
And  yet  on  humble  fubje&s  great  appear. 
Thrice  happy  Youth  !  whom  noble  iiis  crowns, 
Whom  Elackmore  cenfurcs  and  Godolphin  owns 

Biij 
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•So  on  the  tuneful  Margarita's  tongue 

The  lifl'ning  nymphs  and  raviih'd  heroes  hung,  140 

But  cits  and  fops  the  heav'nborn  muilck  bianie, 

And  bawl,  and  hifs,  and  damn  her  into  fame  : 

Like  her  fweet  voice  is  thy  harmonious  ibng, 

As  high,  as  fweet,  as  eafy,  and  as  ftrong. 

Oh !  had  relenting  Heav'n  prolong'd  his  days,  145 
The  tow 'ring  bard  had  fung  in  nobler  lays 
How  the  lad  trumpet  wakes  the  lazy  dead, 
How  faints  aloft  the  crofs  triumphant  fpread,       I48 
How  op'ning  heavens  their  happy  regions  mow, 
And  yawning  gulfs  with  flaming  vengeance  glow, 
And  faints  rejoice  above  and  finners  howl  below. 
Well  might  he  fing  the  day  he  could  not  fear,       13  2, 
And  paint  the  glories  he  was  fure  to  wear. 

Oh !  bed  of  friends!  will  ne'er  the  (ilent  urn 
To  our  jufl  vows  the  haplefs  youth  return  ?  155 

Mud:  he  no  more  divert  the  tedious  day, 
Nor  fparkling  thoughts  in  antick  words  convey  ? 
No  more  to  harmlefs  ironv  defcend, 
To  noify  fools  a  grave  attention  lend, 
Nor  merry  tales  with  learn'd  quotations  blend 
No  more  in  falfe  pathetick  phrafe  complain 
Of  Delia's  wit,  her  charms,  and  her  difdain  ? 
Who  now*fha!l  godlike  Anna's  fame  diffufe? 
ATull  (lie  when  ifioft  Hie  merits  want  a  Mufe  ? 
Who  now  our  Twyfden's  glorious  fate  fhaU  tell,  165 
How  lov'd  he  iiv'd,  ar.d  how  deplor'd  he  fell  ? 
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POEM  TO  MEM.  OP  J.  PHILIPS.  10, 

How  while  the  troubled  elements  around, 
L-irth,  water,  air,  the  (tunning  din  refcund, 
Thro'  dreams  of  fmoke  and  adverfe  fire  he  rides, 
While  ev'ry  mot  is  levell'd  at  his  fid  1 79 

How  while  the  fainting  Dutch  remotely  fire, 
-And  the  fam'd  Eu  ron  troops  retire, 

In  the  firlt  front  amidft  a  flaUghter'd  pile 
High  on  the  mound  he  dy'd  near  great  Argyle  ? 

Whom  (hall  I  find  imhiafs'd  in  difputc,  1 75 

Eager  to  learn,  unwilling  to  confute  ? 
To  whom  the  labours  of  my  foul  difclofe, 
Reveal  my  pleasure  or  difcharge  my  woes  ? 
Oh  !  in  that  heav'nly  youth  for  ever  ends 
The  heft  of  fons,  of  hro;  nd  of  friends.  fS 

He  facred  Friendship's  ilriclefi  law  d, 

Yet  m  tha::  lr,  rway'd; 

Againfl  himfelf  his  gratitude  maintain'd, 
By  favours  pail  not  future  prof]  aie'd ; 

Not  nicely  chufmg  tho'  by  all  defir'd ;  1 85 

Tho'  learn'd  not  vain,  end  humble  tho'  admir'd; 
Candid  to  all,  but  to  himfelf  ifevere  ; 
In  humour  pliant  as  in  life  am:  ere ; 
A  wife  content  his  even  f<  ul  Iccur'd, 
By  want  not  maktn  nor  by  wealth  allur'd  ;  1 90 

To  all  fmcere  :  tho'  earneft  to  commend 
Could  praife  a  rival  or  condemn  a  friend. 
To  him  old  Greec*  a;  d  Rome  were  fully  ■•nown, 
Their  tongues,  their  fpirit,  and  their  ftyles,  his  c 


q,q  POEM  TO  MEM.  OF  J.  PHILIPS. 

Pleas' d  the  lead  Heps  of  famous  men  to  view        195 

Our  authors'  works,  and  lives,  and  fouls,  he  knew  ; 

Paid  to  the  learn'd  and  great  the  fame  efleem, 

The  one  his  pattern  and  the  one  his  theme.  1 

With  equal  judgment  his  capacious  mind 

Warm  Pindar's  rage  and  Euclid's  reafon  join'd.  2CO 

Judicious  phyfick's noble  art  to  gain 

All  drugs  and  plants  explor'd,  alas !  in  vain ; 

The  drugs  and  plants  their  drooping  mailer  fail'd, 

Nor  goodnefs  now  nor  learning  aught  avail'd  ; 

Yet  to  the  bard  his  Churchill's  foul  they  gave,     2C$ 

And  made  him  fcorn  the  life  they  could  not  fave. 

Elfe  could  he  hear  unmov'd  the  fatal  gueft, 
The  weight  that  all  his  fainting  limbs  oppreft, 
The  coughs  that  ftruggled  from  his  weary  breafl  ? 
Could  he  unmov'd  approaching  death  fuflain,      a  I© 
Irs  flow  advances  and  its  racking  pain  ? 
Could  he  ferene  his  weeping  friends  furvey, 
In  his  lafl  hours  his  eafy  wit  difplay, 
Like  the  rich  fruit  he  fings  delicious  in  decay? 

Once  on  thy  friends  look  down  lamented  Shade ! 
And  view  the  honours  to  thy  aflies  paid  :  216 

Some  thy  lov'd  duft  in  Parian  flones  enihrine, 
Others  immortal  epitaphs  defign 
With  wit  and  ftrength  that  only  yield  to  thine. 
Ev'n  I,  tho'  flow  to  touch  the  painful  firing,        zz® 
Awake  from  {lumber  and  attempt  to  fing. 
Thee  Philips!  thee  defpairing  Vaga  mourns, 
And  gentle  I£is  foft  complaints  returns, 
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ODE  FOR  THE  YEAR  I7C5.  2t 

Dormer  laments  amirlft  the  war's  alarms, 

And  Cecil  i  in  beauteous Tufron's  arms,       225 

Thee  on  the  Po  kind  Scmerfet  denlore=, 

And  ev'n  that  charming  fcene  his  grief  reflores, 

He  to  thy  lofs  each  mournful  air  applies, 

Mindful  of  thee  on  huge  Taburnus  lies, 

But  moil  at  Virgil's  tomb  his  fwelling  forrows 

But  you  his  darling  friends  lament  no  more,     231 
Difplay  his  fame  and  not  his  fate  deplore, 
And  let  no  tears  from  erring  Pity  flow 
For  one  that 's  blsft  above  immortaliz'd  below.    234 

ODE  FOR  THE  YEA.R  1 705. 

1. 

Janus,  did  ever  to  thy  wond'ring  eyes 

So  bright  a  fcene  of  triumph  rife  ? 

Did  ever  Greece  or  Rome  fuch  laurels  wear 

As  crown'd  the  laft  aufpicious  year  ? 

When  firft  at  im  Anne  her  enfigns  fpread,     5 

And  MarlbVough  to  the  field  the  fnouting  fquadron^ 

In  vain  the  hills  and  dreams  oppof-, 

In  vain  the  hollow  ground  in  faithlefs  hillocks  rofc ; 

To  the  rouQfh  Danube's  winding  fhore 

His  matter'd  foes  the  conq'ring  hero  bore.  10 

II. 
Thev  fee  with  flaring  haggard  eye? 

he  rapid  torrent  roll  the  foaming  billows  rife; 


91  ODE  FOR  THE  YEAR  I705o 

Amaz'd,  aghaft,  they  turn.,  hut  find 

In  Marlb'rough's  arms  a  furer  fate  behind. 

Now  his  red  fword  aloft  impends,  1 5 

Now  on  their  fhrinking  heads  defcends : 

Wild  and  diftra&ed  with  their  fears 

They  juftling  plunge  amidfl  the  founding  deeps; 

The  Hood  away  the  ftruggling  fquadrons  fweeps, 

And  meo,  and  arms,  and  horfes,  whirling  bears.    20 

The  frighted  Danube  to  the  fea  retreats, 

The  Danube  foon  the  flying  ocean  meets, 

Flying  the  thunder  of  great  Anna's  fleets. 

III. 
Rooke  on  the  feas  afferts  her  fway, 
Flames  o'er  the  trembling  ocean  play,  1$ 

And  clouds  of  fmoke  involve  the  day : 
Affrighted  Europe  hears  the  cannons  rore, 
And  Africk  echoes  from  its  diflant  fhore. 
The  French,  unequal  in  the  fight, 
In  force  fuperiour  take  their  flight.  3© 

Factions  in  vain  the  hero's  worth  decry, 
In  vain  the  vanquifh'd  triumph  while  they  fly. 

IV. 
Now  Janus  with  a  future  view 
The  glories  of  her  reign  furvey, 
Which  (hall  o'er  France  her  arms  difplay,  %$ 

And  kingdoms  now  her  own  fubdue. 
Lewis,  for  opprefiion  born, 
Lewis  in  his  turn  fhall  mourn, 
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ODE.  23 

While  his  ccnquer'd  happy  f wains 

Shall  hug  their  eafy  wiih'd-for  chains.  40 

Others  enilav'd  by  victory 

Their  fubjecls  as  their  foes  opprefs; 

Anna  conquers  but  to  free, 

And  governs  but  to  blcfs.  44 

ODE. 

CJrmond's  glory,  Marlb 'rough's  arms, 

All  the  mouths  of  fame  employ, 

Andth'  applauding  world  around 

Echoes  back  the  pleafmg  found  : 

Their  courage  warms,  5 

Their  conduct  charms, 

Yet  the  univerfal  joy 

Feels  a  feniible  alloy ! 

Mighty  Georgef !  the  fcnate's  care, 

The  people's  love,  great  Anna's  pray'r,  10 

While  the  flroke  of  Fate  we  dread 

Impending  o'er  thy  facred  head 

The  Britiih  youth  for  thee  fubmit  to  fear, 

For  her  the  dames  in  cloudy  grief  appear. 

Let  the  noife  of  war  and  joy  15 

Rend  again  the  trembling  iky, 

Great  George  revives  to  calm  our  fears, 

With  profpecls  of  more  glorious  years ; 

f  George  Prince  of  Denmark,  hufband  to  the  Queen- 


24  ODE  IN  FRAISE  OF  MUSiCK. 

Deriv'd  from  Anne's  aufpiciousfmiles 
More  cheerful  airs  refrefh  the  Britifh  Tiles. 


Sound  the  trumpet,  beat  the  drum; 

Tremble  France,  we  come,  we  come ! 

almighty  force  our  courage  warms, 

We  feci  the  full  the  pow'rful  charms 

Of  Ormond's  glory  and  of  Marlb'rough's  arms !     35 

ODE  IN  PRAISE  OF  MUSICK. 

COMPOSED  BY  MR.  CHARLES  KING,  IN  FIVE  PARTS, 

For  the  Degree  of  Bachelor  of  Mufich. ;  performed  at  the 
'Theatre  in  Oxford  on  Friday  the  Ilth  of  July  I7C7# 

JYIusick!  foft  charm  of  heav'n  and  earth, 

Whence  didft  thou  borrow  thy  aufpicious  birth  ? 

Or  art  thou  of  eternal  date, 

Sire  to  thyfelf,  thyfeif  as  old  as  Fate  ? 

Ere  the  rude  ponderous  mafs  5 

Of  earth  and  waters  from  their  chaos  fprang 

The  morning  Stars  their  anthems  fang, 

And  nought,  in  heav'n  was  heard  but  melody  and  love. 

Myriads  of  fpirits,  forms  divine, 
The  feraphin,  with  the  bright  holt  1  fe 

Of  angels,  thrones,  and  heav'nly  pow'rs, 
Wormip  before  th'  eternal  fhrine, 


GDI  JSICK. 

heir  happy  privilege  in  hymns  and  anthems  bead, 
i- love  and  wonder  pafs  their  blifsful  hours. 

or  let  the  lower  world  repine  1 5 

he  maffy  orb  in  which  we  fluggards  move 
l's  if  fequefter'd  from  the  arts  divine; 

luficktoo, 
.s  ours  a  rival  were  to  the  world  above.  Kj 

CHORUS,  FIVE  VOICES. 

lark  how  the  feather'd  choir  their  mattins  chant, 

Lnd  purling  dreams  foft  accents  vent, 

Liid  all  both  time  and  meafure  know. 

Ire  fince  the  Theban  bard,  to  prove 

.he  wondrous  magtck  of  his ; 

"aught  trees  and  1  to  move  C5 

Vll  Nature  has  a  gen'ral  conceit  held ; 

^ach  creature  ftrives  to  bear  a  part, 

\  nd  all  but  Death  and  Hell  to  cpnq'ring "  \A. 

)ut  flay,  1  hear  methinks  a  motley  crew, 

\  peeviih,  odd,  eccentrick  race, 

rhe  glory  of  the  art  debafe ; 

Perhaps  becaufe  the  facred  emblem  *t  is 

ruth,  of  Peace,  and  Order  too ; 
So  dang'rous  't  is  to  be  perverleiy  wife. 
But  be  they  ever  in  the  wrong 
Who  fay  the  prophet';;  harp  c'erfpcil'd  th.  *  v.  efcVfong. 

GRAND  CHOPS,  T17Z   PA.vTS. 

To  Athens  now  my  Mufe  !  retire, 
;  refuge  and  the  theatre  of  wit, 

c 


%6  CHARLETTUS  PEXMVALLO  SUO, 

And  in  that  fife  and  fweet  retreat 

Amongft  Apollo's  fons  inquire,    ■  4& 

And  fee  if  any  friend  of  thine  be  there ; 

Brit  lure  fo  near  the  Thefpian  fpring 

The  humbleft  bard  mr.y  fit  and  fmg  : 

Here  reft  my  Mufe,  and  dwell  for  ever  here.         44 

I ARLETTUS  PERCIVALLO  SUO. 

liOR'A  dum  nondum  fonuit  fecimda, 

Nee  puer  nigral  tepefecit  undas, 

Acer  ad  notos  calamus  iabores 

Sponte  recurrit.  4 

Quid  prius  noflris  potiufve  chartis 

Illinam  ?  Cuinam  vigil  ante  noclcm 

Sole  depulfam  redeunte  Scriptor 

Mitto  falutem  ?  8 

Tu  meis  chartis,  bone  Percivalle, 

Unice  dignus  ;  tibi  pectus  implet 

Non  minor  noflro  novitatis  ardor ; 

Tu  quoque  Scriptor.  1% 

Detulit  rumor  (mihi  multa  defert 

Rumor)  in  fylvis  modo  te  dediffe 

Furibus  prsedam,  mediumque  belli  im* 

pune  vietifTe.  1 6 

Saucius  num  vivit  adhuc  Caballu$ 
Anne?  Ierneis  potiora  Gazis, 
An,  tua  vita  Tibi  chariora, 
Scripta  fuperfunt  ?  2® 


PERCIVALLUS  CIIARLETTO  SUO  1J 

Cui  logis  noftras,  religifque  chartas  ? 

Cui  meam  laudas  p-enerofitatem  ? 

Quern  meis  verbis,  mea  nefcientem, 

Mane  falutas.  24 

Scribe  Securus,  quidagit  Senatu* 

Quid  Caput  ftertit  gTave  Lambethar.um, 

Quid  Comes  Guildford,  quid  habent  novorum 

Daivlfquc  Dyerque,  2  8 

Me  meus,  quondam  tuus,  e  popinis 

Jenny  jam  vifit,  lacrimanfque  narrat* 

Dum  molit  fucos,  fubitopcremptum 

Funere  Rixon  $z 

Narrat  (avcrtat  Deus  inqmt  omen) 

Flofpitem  notse  pcriiile  Mitre; 

Narrat  immerfam  prope  Ernen  urbis 

Flumine  cymbam.  36 

Narrat — at  portis  meus  Hinton  aflat, 

Nuncius  Pricket  redit,  avocat  me 

Sherwin,  et  fcribendze  aiio  requirunt 

Mille  tabellre.  40 

PERCIVALLUS  CHARLETTC  GUO. 

Oualis  ambabus  capiendo  ulnis 

Li  men  attingit  tibi  gratus  hofpes 

I .'       n  facra^  primum  fubit  aut  relinquit 

Ifidis  arces,  V 

Qualis  exultat  tibi  pars  mamillse 

Lseva,  quum  cantu  propriore  firident 


2'3  PERCIVALLUS  CHARLETTO  SUO. 

Mifiiles  ct  jam  moncant  adene 

Cornua,  chartas,  8 

Tale  per  noflrum  jecur  et  medullas 
Gaudium  fluxit,  fimul  ac  reclufis 
Vinculis  vidi  bene  literati 

Komenamici.  iz 

Obvios  fures,  uti  fama  verax 
Rettulit,  fenfi  pavidus  tremenfque; 
£ed  fui,  fumque,  excipias  timorem, 
Cast  era  fofpes.  1 6 

Scire  fi  fylvam  cupias  pencil 
Confciam,  et  trifles  nemoris  tenebras, 
Confulas  lente  tabulas  parantem 
Te  duce  Colum.  20 

Hebilis  legi  miferanda  do&i 
rata  picftoris,  fed  et  hoc  iniqua 
Damna  confolor,  fuperefl  perempto 
Rixone  Wildgoofe.  24 

Quae  taraen  metram  mulier  labantem 
Fulciet  ?  munus  vetulae  parentis, 
Anna  praeftabit,  nifi  fors  Ierni 

Hcfpita  Cygni.  2% 

J.aetus  accepi  celeres  vigere 
Pricketi  plantas,  fimul  ambulanti 
Plaudo  Sherwino,  pueroque  Davo 
Mitto  falutem.  $i 

Jenny,  pod  Hinton,  comitum  tuoram 
'rimus,  ante  omnes  mihi  gratulandus, 


POCOCRK  ^9 

Qwi  tibi  totus  vacat,  et  vacabit, 

vet  at  Uxor.  36 

:  ego  lull  prepcrante  Musa 
Lefbias  vatis  numeros  fecutus, 
Si  novi  quid  fit,  melius  docebit 

mo  pedeflris.  jfa 

p.  s. 
"  Coenitant  mccum  Comites  Ierna?, 
"  Multa  qui  de  te  memoraat  cucullos 
£  Inter,  et  pulli,  vice  litcrarum, 
u  Crus  tibi  mutant."  44 

POCOCKIUS. 

JDum  csede  tellus  luxuriat  Ducum, 
Meum  Pococki  barbiton  exi«-:s. 

O 

ManeTque  Mufam  fafltkffam 

Solllcitant  pretioiiores. 
Alter  virentum  prorurat  agmina 
Sonera  Thracum,  donaque  Pllillidi 
Agat  puellas,  heu  decoris 

Virginibus  nimis  invidenti.  8 

Te  nuda  Virtus,  te  Fidei  plus 
Ardor  ferenda:,  fanclaque  Veritas 
Per  faxa,  per  pontum,  per  holies 
Precipitant  Afiae  miftrturn :  jz 

Cohors  catenis  qi;;t  pia  (Iridulis 
Gemunt  cnufti,  vel  ( 
5 


£0  P0C0CRIUS* 

Lu&antur  ae"ta,  pendulive 

Sanguineis  trepidant  in  uncis.  l6 

Sentis  ut  edunt  fibila,  ut  ardui 

Micant  dracones,  tigris  ut  horridos 

Intorquet  ungues,  ejulatque 

Jn  madido  crocodilus  antro  20 

Vides  lacunas  fulphure  lividos 

Ardere  fiudlus,  quaftetit  impise- 

Moles  Gomorrhae  rnox  procelia 

Houfta  rubra,  pluviifque  flammis  :  34 

Quod  ifla  tellus  fi  fimiles  tibi 

Si  forte  denos  nutrierat  Viros, 

Adhuc  fietilTet,  nee  vibrato 

Dextra  Dei  tonuiHet  igne.  28 

Quin  nunc  requiris  tecla  virentia 

Nini  ferocis,  nunc  Babel  arduum, 

Immane  opus,  crefcentibufque 

Vertice  fideribuspropinquum.  32 

Nequicquam  :  Amici  difparibus  fonis 

Eludit  aures  nefcius  artifex, 

Linguafque  miratur  recentes 

In  patriis  peregrinus  oris.  3^ 

Veflitur  hinc  tot  fermo  coloribus, 

Quot  tu,  Pococki,  diffimilis  tui 

Orator  effers,  quot  viciilim 

7"e  memores  celebrare  gaudent.  40 

Hi  non  tacebunt  quo  Syriam  fenex 

Percurrit  reflu  raptus,  ut  arcibus 

Non  jam  fuperbis,  ct  verendis 


POCOCKIUS.  3* 

Indoluit  Solimas  ruin  is,  44 

Qui*  corda  pulfans  tunc  pavor  hauferat 

Dolor  quis  arfit  non  fine  gaudio, 

Cum  bulla  Chrifti  provolutus 

Ambiguis  lachrymis  rigaret !  4 2 

Sacratur  arbos  multa  Pocockio, 

Locofque  mondrans  inquiet  accola. 

Ha;c  quercus  Hofeam  lupin  um, 

Haec  Britonem  recreavit  ornus.  $2, 

Kic  audierunt  gens  venerabilem 

Ebraea  Mofen,  inde  Pocockium 

Non  ore,  non  annis  minorem, 

Atque  iuam  didicere  linguam.  56 

Ac  aciit  albens  perpetua  nive 

Simul  fa  villas,  et  cineres  fmu 

Eru&at  ardenti,  et  pruinis 

Contiguas  rotat  JEtna  flammas ;  Co 

Sic  te  trementem,  te  nive  candidum 

Mens  intus  urget,  mens  agit  ignea 

Sequi  rehi&antem  Icolem 

Per  tonitru,  aereafque  nubes  64 

Annon  pavefcis,  dum  tuba  pallidum 

Ciet  Sionem,  dum  tremulum  polo 

Caligat  ailrum,  atque  incubanti 

Terra  nigrans  tegicur  fub  umbra  ?  68 

Qnod  agmen  !  heu  quse  turma  fequacibus 

Tremenda  fiammis !  quis  ftrepitantium 

riiclus  rotaram  eft!  O  Pococki 

Egregie  !  O  animofe  Vatis  75 


*$  POCOCKll'S. 

Interpres  abflrufi !  O  fimiJi  [ere 
Correpte  ffamnil !  te,  quot  imagine 
Crucis  notantur,  te,  fubacto 
ChrifHeoIas  gravis  Ottomannus 
Gcmcns  requirit,  te  Babylomi 

Narrant  poete,  te  pharetris  Arabs 

Plorat  revulfis,  et  fragoibs 

Jam  gravior  ferit  horror  agros. 

Qui  Gefla  nondum  cognita  Cxfaris 

^inecMatromsfcripta,PccockiJs 
i  loratur  ingens,  et  dolcnda 

Neflorese  bre vitas  fenedhs. 
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